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MDCCCLVI. 


PEEFACE. 


IT  may  perhaps  seem  unnecessary  to  add 
another  work  on  Italy,  to  the  number  of 
those  already  published. 

The  authoress  hopes,  however,  that  upon 
perusal,  her  letters  will  not  be  found  a  repe- 
tition of  what  has  been  written  by  others. 
During  a  residence  in  Italy  of  three  years 
and  a-half,  she  wrote  constantly  letters  to 
her  relations,  and  kept  notes  of  all  she  saw. 
Upon  her  return  to  England,  she  was  re- 
quested to  publish,  and  has  selected  a  period 
of  four  months  in  1854,  as  that  most  likely 
to  be  of  general  interest.  Few  English  visit 
the  Eternal  City  in  the  summer;  they  are 
consequently  unacquainted  with  what  is  then 
going  on.  Tourists  are  usually  too  hurried 
to  bestow  much  time  upon  Perugia  and  Siena, 
both  of  which  are  well  worth  long  visits. 


IV  PREFACE. 

The  authoress  will  be  very  glad  if  her  account 
should  induce  any  one,  in  search  of  a  sum- 
mer residence  in  Italy,  to  turn  their  attention 
to  these  two  cities,  which  combine  beauty  of 
scenery,  treasures  of  art  and  painting,  with 
a  cool  temperature  and  economy.  She  mixed 
as  much  as  possible  with  the  people  of  the 
country,  and  sought  information  from  them ; 
but  having  had  no  access  to  books,  which 
might  have  enabled  her  to  write  a  far  more 
complete  account  of  the  early  painters,  she 
can  merely  offer  the  result  of  her  own  observa- 
tions, made  after  careful  study  and  all  the 
inquiries  in  her  power. 

At  the  request  of  several  frien  ds,  an 
appendix,  giving  an  account  of  Ischia  and 
the  Islands  of  the  Bay  of  Naples,  has  been 
added. 

The  illustrations  are  from  the  authoress' 
own  sketches,  lithographed  by  herself. 

LONDON,  Nov.,  1850. 
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KOME,  PEEUGIA,  AND  SIENA. 


LETTER  I. 

Borne,  June  4th,  1854. 

My  dear  Brother, — Most  of  the  English 
have  now  left  Borne ;  and  as  you  pity  me 
for  being  obliged  to  stay  here,  instead  of 
flying  off  to  some  cooler  region,  I  am  going 
to  send  you  a  series  of  letters,  to  prove  how 
little  I  am  to  be  pitied,  and  what  great 
enjoyment  I  have  here.  Indeed,  I  think 
those  who  only  visit  Eome  in  the  so-called 
season,  little  know  how  delightful  an  abode 
it  is.  Though  the  climate  is  far  better  than 
England,  still  in  winter  there  are  very  wet 
days,  when  it  is  difficult  to  walk  out  in  the 
ill-paved  muddy  streets,  and  the  carriages 
are  in  such  demand  that  it  is  necessary  to 
secure  them  beforehand,  or  pay  exorbitant 
prices  for  their  services.  Then  when  you 
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have  had  a  "  course  "  down  to  the  Vatican, 
or  some  palace,  you  feel  painfully  the  want 
of  sun  ;  all  looks  so  gloomy,  so  cheerless,  so 
unlike  what  one  expects  in  this  bright  land. 
On  clear  frosty  days  the  galleries  are  very 
cold,  and  when  the  "  tramontana "  blows, 
you  are  cut  through  and  through,  and  glad 
to  escape  from  the  cold  air. 

The  Roman  lodgings  also  in  winter  are  far 
from  comfortable;  the  doors  and  windows 
do  not  shut  properly,  and  admit  currents  of 
air;  most  of  the  chimneys  smoke,  and  all  the 
grates  are  set  so  far  back,  that  the  greatest 
part  of  the  heat  of  the  fire  goes  up  the  chim- 
ney. The  wood  fires  also  give  far  less  heat 
than  our  good  English  coal,  and  burn  away 
so  quickly  that  it  is  a  constant  occupation 
to  prevent  them  from  going  out. 

In  summer,  however,  all  these  minor 
miseries  are  at  an  end,  and  you  thoroughly 
enjoy  life.  The  sky  is  constantly  of  the 
deepest  blue ;  and  the  temperature  at  present 
is  delightful.  I  am  most  comfortably  settled 
with  a  nice  Italian  family;  the  master  of  the 
house  is  steward  to  a  nobleman,  and  very 
little  at  home;  for  he  has  to  take  journeys  to 
Orvieto,  and  various  places  in  the  states  of 
the  Church  and  Tuscany  to  look  after  his 
employer's  estates.  The  padrona  is  a  most 
kind-hearted  woman.  She  has  a  really 
honest  English  face  with  a  bright  beaming 
look ;  combined  with  the  stately  figure  of  the 
Roman  matron,  and  the  grace  of  manner  in 
which  the  Italians  very  much  surpass  us. 
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She  has  four  children.  The  eldest,  Eomulus, 
is  a  very  nice  lad  of  fourteen ;  he  goes  to  a 
school  for  several  hours  a-day,  where  he 
learns  accounts,  Latin,  and  French,  which  he 
begins  to  speak  very  well.  His  appearance 
and  manners  are  quite  that  of  the  little  gen- 
tleman, and  he  is  most  attentive  to  the  Eng- 
lish lady;  always  ready  to  take  notes  and 
messages  out  of  school  hours,  and  to  accom- 
pany her  when  she  wants  a  little  page.  The 
other  two  boys  are  younger.  The  "cria- 
tura,"  or  infant,  is  a  little  girl  of  five  months 
swaddled  up  like  a  mummy,  which  must  be 
very  uncomfortable  to  the  poor  child,  but 
she  is  an  excellent  baby  and  never  cries. 
The  other  member  of  the  household  is  the 
servant  Lucia.  She  is  an  active,  clean,  good- 
humoured  girl  of  nineteen,  who  has  been 
eight  years  in  service.  It  is  quite  surprising 
to  see  the  work  this  girl  will  accomplish. 
She  is  not  very  fond  of  dusting  the  sitting- 
room,  which  all  Italians  think  a  very  unne- 
cessary thing ;  but  she  will  do  this,  or  any- 
thing else  I  bid  her.  On  Sunday  evenings 
Lucia  dresses  herself  in  her  best — a  coloured 
muslin  dress,  a  fine  white  muslin  apron 
trimmed  with  lace,  and  a  gay  silk  handker- 
chief over  her  shoulders.  Her  hair  is  beau- 
tifully dressed  ;  a  thick  plait  behind,  and  the 
front  plaited,  and  rolled,  on  each  cheek,  into 
a  small  flat  ring  (something  like  an  ammo- 
nite) through  which  a  gilt  pin  is  stuck.  A 
pair  of  handsome  gold  ear-rings  and  a  neck- 
lace of  large  coral  beads  complete  her  costume. 
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She  takes  the  "  criatura  Helena"  for  an 
airing  on  the  Pincio,  returning  before  the 
"  Ave  Maria."  All  Italians  are  very  careful 
not  to  be  out  at  sunset :  they  often  return 
out  of  doors  afterwards ;  but  they  believe 
that  for  half  an  hour  before,  and  after  sun- 
set, there  is  bad  air,  and  that  fevers  are 
caught  at  that  time.  You  will  say  that  I 
have  described  the  people  of  the  house,  but 
not  the  house  itself.  It  is  situated  in  the 
Fontanella  Borghese,  one  of  the  best  positions 
in  Borne.  It  is  a  continuation  of  the  Via 
Condotti,  on  the  other  side  of  the  Corso,  and 
is  a  great  thoroughfare :  the  constant  passing 
by  is  said  to  cause  circulation  of  air  and  keep 
off  fever,  which  is  almost  unknown  in  this 
street.  I  dwell  on  the  first  floor.  I  have  a 
nice  dining-room  from  which  you  pass  into  a 
pretty  drawing-room  elegantly  furnished, 
which  leads  into  a  large  and  very  comfort- 
able bedroom  with  two  small  dressing  closets 
attached.  Each  of  the  rooms  has  two  win- 
dows looking  into  the  street,  so  that  it  is 
a  very  cheerful  situation.  I  am  told  it 
will  be  very  hot,  as  the  windows  look  due 
south,  but  I  trust,  with  "Persiani,"  or  outside 
shutters,  to  keep  out  the  sun ;  that  I  shall  do 
very  well,  as  heat  does  not  disagree  with  me. 

The  Italians  generally  are  very  early 
risers,  but  want  of  strength  prevents  my 
following  their  example,  and  I  cannot  be 
ready  for  my  breakfast  before  half-past  eight. 
Tea  and  coffee  are  prohibited  by  my  Italian 
doctor,  but  I  have  a  very  good  substitute 
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for  the  latter  in  "  cafe  d'  orzo."  This  is 
made  of  barley,  which  is  roasted  and  ground, 
and  then  boiled  like  regular  coffee,  and 
really  has  a  very  nice  flavour  when  roasted 
properly.  It  is  said  to  be  very  nutritious, 
and  does  not  possess  the  heating  and  exciting 
properties  of  the  foreign  berry ;  the  price 
also  is  very  moderate,  fivepence  for  the 
pound  of  twelve  ounces  ;  I  think  it  would  be 
a  very  good  thing  to  introduce  it  among  the 
poor  in  England.  The  bread  in  Eome  is 
usually  bad,  but  there  are  two  excellent 
bakers  in  the  Yia  Babuino  and  Condotti,  who 
make  good  leavened  bread  which  is  not  sour. 
Butter  is  very  good  in  winter,  but  not  in 
summer,  and  substitutes  are  used  for  it.  I 
often  have  dried  fish  for  breakfast;  the  an- 
chovies are  very  good  and  abundant,  also 
the  "  saraci"  resembling  the  herring,  but 
it  is  necessary  to  boil  them,  they  are  so 
dry  and  salt.  Lucia  cooks  my  dinner  at 
whatever  hour  I  choose,  generally  about  two 
o'clock ;  and  in  the  evening  I  have  an  egg 
with  lemonade.  Such  is  my  general  mode  of 
proceeding. 

And  now  I  will  tell  you  what  I  have 
seen  and  done  since  this  month  began. 
On  the  first  was  a  solemn  service  in  the 
Sistine  Chapel,  for  the  soul  of  the  late  Pope, 

Gregory  XYI.     My  kind  friend  Miss  B 

came  to  me  early ;  we  were  both  in  black 
dresses,  with  lace  veils  instead  of  bonnets, 
and  for  two  pauls  (tenpence  English  money) 
a  carriage  took  us  down  to  the  Yatican,  a 

O  / 
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mile  from  my  abode.  We  were  very  earlyr 
the  Pope  not  entering  till  a  quarter  to  eleven, 
and  so  had  time  to  look  well  about  us.  Often 
as  I  have  seen  the  Sistine  Chapel,  it  never 
struck  me  so  much  before.  When  seen  in 
winter  without  bright  sun,  it  is  very  difficult 
to  see  clearly  the  frescoes,  obscured  as  they 
are  by  the  smoke  of  candles  :  the  shape  too 
of  the  chapel,  and  the  "tout  ensemble,"  dis- 
appoint one  very  much  at  first. 

This  day,  however,  the  sun  shone  brightly, 
and  the  grand  old  prophets  and  sibyls  stood 
forth  in  majesty.  The  congregation  was 
very  small ;  within  the  grating  were  some 
few  Romans,  and  several  monks  of  religious 
orders,  particularly  Dominicans.  In  the 
ladies'  department  were  only  five  besides  our- 
selves. The  candles  were  yellow,  the  colour 
of  mourning,  and  the  twenty-four  cardinals 
wore  their  mourning  robes,  purple  or  "colore 
di  chiesa."  The  officiating  bishops  wore 
rich  robes  of  dark  blue  and  gold.  When 
the  Pope  had  taken  his  seat  the  mass  for  the 
dead  began.  Having  my  book  I  followed  it 
all  quite  well.  By  far  the  most  striking 
part  was  the  "  Dies  Iras,"  the  requiem : 
words  can  give  you  no  idea  how  exquisite  it 
was,  sung  by  the  Pope's  choir  without  any 
musical  instrument.  It  was  begun  by  several 
voices,  low  and  gradually  swelling — 

"  Dies  irae,  dies  ilia 
Solvet  sseclum  in  favilla, 
Teste  David  cum  Sibylla." 

It  struck  me  more  than  ever,  hearing  it  as 


ROME,  PERUGIA,  AXD  SIEXA.  7 

it  were  in  the  presence  of  those  sibyls,  por- 
trayed by  the  mighty  genius  of  Michael  An- 
gelo;  those  wonderful  women  of  whom  we 
know  so  little,  but  who  seem  to  have  had  brief 
and  partial  glimpses  into  futurity,  and  to  have 
borne  testimony  to  the  coming  Saviour. 

The  same  style  of  chant  continued  for  the 
first  six  verses  ;  the  description  of  the  last 
day,  the  sounding  of  the  trumpet,  the  ap- 
pearance of  the  great  Judge,  and  the  bring- 
ing forward  of  the  book,  the  record  of  men's 
lives. 

"  Rex  tremendse  majestatis 
Q,ui  salvandos  salvas  gratis, 
Salva  me  Tons  pietatis." 

This  and  the  following  impassioned  appeal 
were  uttered  in  one  voice,  the  most  thrilling 
I  ever  heard,  wailing,  imploring,  according 
to  the  words ;  then  all  the  voices  joined 
again  in  the  horror  of  describing  the  endless 
fire,  and  imploring  to  be  taken  out  from  the 
goats  and  placed  among  the  sheep ;  then 
dying  away  with  the  last  two  verses. 

"  Lacrymosa  dies  ilia 
Qua  resurget  ex  favilla 
Judicandus  homo  reus, 
Huic  ergo  parce  Deus, 
Pie  Jesu  Domine 
Dona  eis  requiem." 

Masses  for  the  dead  differ  slightly  in 
several  places  from  the  ordinary  mass ;  the 
epistles  and  gospels  are  different,  and  they 
end,  instead  of  with  a  benediction,  with 
"  Eequiescant  in  pace." 
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Altogether  it  was  a  very  solemn  service. 
When  all  was  over  the  congregation  left 
silently,  as  if  impressed  with  what  they  had 
heard. 

Every  one  who  wishes  to  know  the  church 
festivals  in  Eome  should  buy  for  one  paul 
the  "Diario  Komano,"  an  almanac  telling 
what  is  to  happen  upon  each  day.  Many  of 
the  curious  old  churches  are  only  open  once 
or  twice  in  the  year,  and  by  this  little  book 
it  may  be  found  out  when  they  are  to  be 
seen.  By  the  "Diario"  I  discovered  that  ano- 
ther mass  for  Pope  Gregory  was  to  be  held 
in  St.  Peter's,  June  2nd,  and  I  determined 

to  go.  Accordingly  Mrs.  W and  I  went 

in  ordinary  morning  costume,  for  black  is 
only  necessary  when  the  Pope  is  present. 
The  small  chapel  on  the  left  hand,  where 
vespers  are  usually  sung,  was  prepared  for 
the  service.  Just  outside  the  grating,  in  the 
aisle  of  St.  Peter's,  a  great  catafalque  was 
erected.  This  (called  a  hearse  in  early  Eng- 
lish history)  was  covered  with  black  cloth,  and 
made  in  the  form  of  a  gigantic  urn,  with 
cover  and  pedestal.  It  was  tastefully  adorned 
with  strips  of  gold  cloth,  surrounded  by 
lighted  candles,  and  on  the  highest  point  was 
the  papal  tiara.  We  obtained  seats  in  the 
gallery,  for  the  chapel  itself  is  but  small,  and 
it  was  nearly  filled  with  the  clergy  and  their 
servants.  The  mass  was  exactly  the  same 
as  that  of  the  day  before,  except  that  the 
choir  of  St.  Peter's  is  very  inferior  to  that  of 
the  Sistine.  We  had,  however,  the  accom- 


HOME,  PERUGIA,  AND  SIENA.  9 

panimerit  of  the  organ;  still  I  think  that 
the  human  voice,  when  trained  to  such  per- 
fection as  in  the  Pope's  choir,  needs  no  in- 
strument, and  is  more  effective  alone. 

As  the  museums  of  the  Yatican  were  all 
open  to-day,  we  went  there,  and  thoroughly 
examined  the  paintings.  There  are  very 
few,  about  fifty,  but  almost  all  are  first-rate. 
Long  did  I  stand  before  Domenichino's  Last 
Communion  of  St.  Jerome,  to  my  mind  the 
first  of  pictures,  and  superior  to  Eaphael's 
Transfiguration.  In  the  season  the  galleries 
are  so  crowded,  the  pictures  cannot  be  pro- 
perly seen,  but  to-day  we  were  almost  the 
only  visitors,  and  the  bright  sunshine  showed 
off  everything  to  full  advantage. 

The  next  morning  I  was  very  tired,  and 
glad  to  stay  quietly  at  home  and  rest.  In 

the  afternoon  Mr.  and  Miss  B called, 

and  took  me  a  very  pleasant  drive  to  the 
tomb  of  the  Empress  Helena.  This  is  an 
interesting  ruin  about  five  miles  from  Rome 
out  of  the  Porta  Maggiore.  It  derives  its 
modern  name,  Torre  della  Pignatura,  from 
the  "  pigne,"  or  earthen  pots,  built  into  the 
walls,  as  is  supposed,  to  lessen  the  weight. 
Here  was  found  the  magnificent  porphyry 
sarcophagus  containing  the  remains  of  the 
empress,  and  now  preserved  in  the  Yatican 
Museum.  This  tower  was  held  by  the 
Knights  Templars  for  some  time,  and  is  now 
in  a  very  dilapidated  state.  "Within  it  is  a 
modern  and  very  shabby  church  dedicated 
to  Sts.  Pietro  and  Marcellino,  only  interesting 
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as  built  over  the  entrance  to  a  catacomb, 
We  descended  with  wax-lights,  but  found 
everything  of  interest  had  been  carried  away. 
These  catacombs  were  once  very  extensive, 
and  reached  to  those  of  St.  Sebastian,  on  the 
other  side  of  Borne,  but  now  only  one  small 
part,  or  "braccio,"  is  kept  open.  Our  guides 
were  two  children,  who  expatiated  largely  on 
the  beauty  of  the  catacombs,  when  lighted 
up  on  the  day  of  the  saints  to  whom  the 
church  is  dedicated,  which  is,  I  believe,  in 
November.  The  children  were  highly  pleased 
with  a  trifle  we  gave  them,  and  gathered  us 
nosegays  of  rosemary,  the  only  plant  visible 
in  the  enclosure,  from  the  tower  to  the  en- 
trance-gate on  the  public  road,  near  which 
was  a  most  majestic  solitary  stone  pine. 
These  most  picturesque  trees,  shaped  like  a 
large  umbrella,  with  their  tall  bare  stems, 
give  a  very  peculiar  character  to  the  Cam- 
pagna  scenery. 

On  our  way  home  we  stopped  at  the  Porta 
Maggiore,  to  examine  the  remains  of  the 
tomb,  erected  by  the  baker  Eurysaces  to  him- 
self and  his  wife.  Their  bodies  were  at  the 
top  in  a  huge  bread-basket,  and  the  orna- 
ments are  small  ovens  and  loaves  of  bread. 
The  date  of  this  curious  monument  is  uncer- 
tain, but  it  is  believed  to  be  of  the  time  of  the 
Emperor  Claudius.  Now,  with  our  return 
home,  I  will  end  my  letter. 
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LETTEE  II. 

Eome,  June  13,  1854. 

My  dear  Brother, — You  often  hear  of 
"Christmas  in  Eome"  and  "Easter  in 
Eome,"  but  never  of  "  June  in  Eome,"  yet 
certainly  the  church  festivals  in  this  month 
are  much  the  most  interesting.  There  is 
perhaps  less  of  what  the  Eomanists  call 
"hidden  meaning,"  and  we  Protestants  call 
"  mummery,"  but  the  music  is  finer  (except 
the  Misereres  in  Holy- week),  and  there  is 
more  nationality:  you  see  fewer  foreigners  and 
more  Italians.  I  like  to  see  the  costumes 
and  to  study  the  appearance  and  manners  of 
the  people  of  a  strange  land. 

June  6th  was  the  day  of  St.  Anastasia, 
and  I  had  hoped  to  gain  admittance  to  her 
church,  which  is  only  open  that  day  and 
once  in  November.  This  church  is  just 
under  the  Palatine  Hill  (on  which  are  the 
ruins  of  Cesar's  Palace),  and  I  believe  con- 
tains nothing  of  very  great  interest,  but  it  is 
one  of  the  most  ancient  in  Eome.  called  after 
a  Grecian  lady  martyred  here  in  the  third 
century.  I  have  often  tried  to  gain  admit- 
tance, but  always  in  vain  ;  no  one  replied  to 
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the  knocks  on  the  door,  and  when  I  offered 
children  playing  about  a  present  to  fetch  the 
custode,  I  had  always  the  same  reply,  "  Abita 
troppo  lontano" — he  lives  too  far  off, — or 
"  Non  si  apre" — you  cannot  get  in.  It 
seems,  however,  fated  that  I  am  not  to  see 
this  church,  for  when  the  day  came  I  was  ill 
and  unable  to  go  out.  On  the  9th  I  had  a 
great  treat,  and  visited  many  old  churches. 

My  kind  Naples  friends,  Mrs.  W —  -  and 
her  two  daughters,  are  in  Eome  for  three 
weeks,  and  they  invited  me  to  join  in  an 
expedition.  We  took  with  us  our  "  Mur- 
ray's," "  Kugler's  Handbook  of  Painting," 
and  Mrs.  Jamieson's  "  Legendary  Art," 
being  wishful  to  understand  all  we  saw. 
Breakfast  was  at  half-past  seven,  and  by 
eight  we  were  seated  in  our  carriage.  "We 
drove  first  outside  the  walls  of  the  city  to  see 
St.  Agnese  fuori  le  Mure.  It  is  a  very  old 
and  interesting  church;  here  (Jan.  21)  I 
came  to  see  the  blessing  of  the  lambs.  On 
this  day,  dedicated  to  this  youthful  saint, 
who  is  said  to  have  suffered  martyrdom  at 
the  age  of  fourteen,  a  grand  mass  is  said  in 
this  church,  after  which  two  lambs  decked 
with  ribbons  and  flowers  are  brought  in,  and 
laid  on  the  altar  to  be  blessed  and  sprinkled 
with  holy  water  and  incense.  They  are  then 
consigned  to  the  nuns  of  a  neighbouring  con- 
vent, who  take  care  of  them,  and  spin  from 
their  wool  the  "pallia"  or  palls  sent  by  the 
Pope  as  presents  to  archbishops.  This  was 
one  of  the  prettiest  festas  I  saw  in  Eome ; 
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being  very  popular  among  the  lower  orders, 
many  of  the  country  people  attended  in  their 
picturesque  costumes.  Now,  however,  the 
old  church  is  quite  still.  It  was  built  by 
Constantine  ;  the  mosaics  in  the  tribune  date 
from  about  638,  and  the  roof  is  of  wood, 
richly  carved.  Close  by  is  the  entrance  to 
the  catacombs  of  St.  Agnese ;  these  are  said 
to  be  the  most  interesting  of  all  the  cata- 
combs, and  I  hope  some  day  to  see  them;  but 
after  Ascension-day  they  are  closed,  and  not 
re-opened  till  November. 

We  crossed  an  ancient  Christian  burying- 
ground  to  the  church  of  St.  Costanza,  built 
by  Constantine  as  a  baptistery  for  his  daugh- 
ter. It  is  circular,  with'  a  double  row  of 
columns.  All  the  mosaics  represent  scenes 
in  a  vineyard — the  gathering  of  grapes  and 
making  of  wine ;  from  which  it  has  been  con- 
jectured that  this  building  was  once  a  temple 
of  Bacchus  ;  but  since  our  Lord  called  him- 
self the  "  vine"  and  his  disciples  the  branches, 
I  do  not  think  we  need  trace  to  heathen  times 
what  bears  evident  marks  of  being  Christian. 
Here  was  found  the  beautiful  porphyry  sar- 
cophagus of  St.  Costanza,  now  in  the  Vatican, 
which  also  is  ornamented  in  the  same  style 
with  children  gathering  grapes. 

We  went,  in  the  third  place,  to  St.  Lorenzo 
fuori  le  Mure,  a  grand  old  church,  one  of  the 
seven  basilicas,  and  built  by  Galla  Placidia 
in  the  fifth  century.  You  will,  however, 
be  tired  if  I  enter  into  details  respecting  the 
beautiful  marble  "  ambones"  or  pulpits,  the 
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granite  columns,  the  inlaid  pavement,  and 
other  treasures.  One  of  the  sacristans  pro- 
mised to  show  me  the  greatest  treasure  of  all, 
and  unlocked  a  land  of  wooden  cupboard. 
What  do  you.  think  I  saw  ?  a  large  piece  of 
stone,  with  four  holes  at  the  corner,  and  one 
in  the  centre,  very  much  singed  and  yellow. 
This,  I  was  assured,  was  the  stone  on  which 
the  gridiron  was  placed  to  martyr  St.  Law- 
rence !  Some  columns  of  this  basilica  were 
brought  from  the  forum  of  Octavia.  They 
were  made  by  two  Greek  artists,  Sauros  and 
Batrakos,  who,  not  being  allowed  to  sculp- 
ture their  names  on  their  work,  left  monu- 
ments of  themselves  in  a  sculptured  frog  and 
Ikard  on  the  volutes  of  one  of  the  columns. 

Adjoining  this  church  is  the  public  ceme- 
tery, where  all  the  Roman  poor  are  buried. 
As  at  Naples,  there  are  365  holes,  each 
covered  with  a  slab  of  stone.  One  of  these 
was  raised  every  night,  and  all  the  dead  of 
the  day  thrown  into  it,  and  the  slab  then 
laid  down,  not  to  be  removed  for  a  year.  I 
was  told  that  these  holes  were  so  full  that 
they  were  not  used  now,  but  the  dead  were 
laid  in  a  lower  piece  of  ground  lately  added  to 
the  cemetery,  and  the  holes  would  be  opened 
by  and  by  when  the  bodies  within  were  de- 
cayed. It  is,  however,  very  difficult  to  learn 
the  truth  from  an  Italian.  He  has  a  total 
disregard  for  truth,  and,  like  all  children  of 
the  south,  a  very  vivid  imagination ;  so  he 
can  always  weave  you.  a  romance  if  he  know 
nothing  about  the  subject  of  your  inquiry. 
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We  then  retraced  our  steps  to  the  city,  to 
the  church  of  St.  Bibiana.  This  is  a  very 
small  building,  standing  in  a  waste  piece  of 
ground  not  very  far  from  St.  Maria  Maggiore. 
I  do  not  know  why,  but  it  is  not  frequently 
visited  by  sight-seers,  and  well  does  it  merit 
being  seen.  The  custode  lives  at  a  little  dis- 
tance, in  a  house  belonging  to  the  convent  of 
St.  Antonio.  We  despatched  our  coachman 
to  find  him  and  the  key,  while  we  remained 
at  the  portico  of  the  church.  Before  us  was 
a  very  beautiful  piece  of  aqueduct,  one  of  the 
most  picturesque  remains  that  are  to  be  found. 
It  was  festooned  with  ivy,  forming  a  rich  con- 
trast to  the  red  stone  of  which  it  was  con- 
structed. A  small  owl,  frightened  at  our 
approach,  flew  away.  In  the  distance,  over 
a  garden,  appeared  the  two  domes  and  tower 
of  St.  Maria  Maggiore. 

At  last  the  key  was  brought,  and  we 
entered  the  tiny  church.  The  columns  are 
small,  but  fine  and  ancient.  There  are  seve- 
ral frescoes,  giving  the  history  of  the  saint, 
who  was  martyred  with  her  mother  and 
sister,  in  the  time  of  Julian  the  apostate, 
by  being  bound  to  a  pillar  and  beaten  to 
death  with  whips,  in  the  thongs  of  which 
were  leaden  pellets.  The  frescoes  of  Pietro 
da  Cortona  are  the  best.  Upon  the  altar 
stands  the  chef  d'ceuvre  of  Bernini,  a  statue 
of  the  young  Balbina.  She  leans  against  a 
column,  holding  a  palm  branch,  and  at  her 
feet  grow  roses.  It  is  a  most  lovely  statue, 
the  countenance  so  sweet  and  the  attitude  so 
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graceful,  without  anything  manieree,  'which 
is  too  commonly  the  case  with  the  works  of 
this  artist.  I  must,  however,  tell  you,  in 
justice  to  Bernini,  of  two  of  his  bas-reliefs  in 
the  church  we  had  just  left — St.  Lorenzo- 
fuori  le  Mure ;  they  are  not  mentioned  by 
"  Murray,"  but  they  are,  to  my  mind,  of 
great  merit.  There  is  a  small  chapel  on 
the  left  hand,  forming  the  entrance  to 
the  catacombs.  These  bas-reliefs  are  on 
each  side  of  the  short  flight  of  steps,  and 
represent  the  souls  in  purgatory  ;  "  Ex- 
spectantes  "  is  written  under  one,  and  "  Dum 
veniat  "  under  the  other.  The  expression  of 
the  countenances  is  admirable.  In  one  bas- 
relief  is  anguish,  and  yet  a  little  hope,  while 
in  the  other  you  see  patient  endurance  and 
great  suffering  alleviated  by  trust  in  the 
coming  Lord,  after  whom  they  are  raising 
their  eyes. 

Our  fourth  visit  was  to  the  church  of 
St.  Lorenzo  in  Pane  e  Perna — literally  bread 
and  ham,  because  portions  of  these  articles 
of  food  were  formerly  doled  out  to  the  poor 
at  the  adjoining  convent.  I  had  always 
wanted  to  see  this  church,  and  had  not  been 
able  previously  to  obtain  admission.  We 
really  could  find  nothing  to  be  seen  :  the 
frescoes  are  very  bad.  The  only  interest 
attached  to  the  church  was  its  being  built 
on  the  spot  of  the  martyrdom  of  St.  Lawrence. 

We  next  went  to  a  church  behind  St.  Maria 
Maggiore,  dedicated  to  St.  Pudenziana.  Car- 
dinal Wiseman  is  titular  of  this  churclu  It 
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is  built  on  the  site  of  the  house  where  the 
Senator  Pudens  is  said  to  have  received  St. 
Peter.  Pudens  was  married  to  Claudia,  the 
daughter  of  the  British  chief  Caractacus,  and 
there  is  a  lovely  picture  in  a  side  chapel, 
representing  their  meeting  the  apostle, 
with  their  little  girls,  Pudentiana  and  Praxe- 
des,  and  their  two  young  warrior-sons.  This 
is  a  most  interesting  church  :  the  mosaics  are 
very  fine.  Our  Lord  is  seated  in  the  centre; 
Pudentiana,  on  one  side,  presents  a  crown  to 
St.  Peter,  and,  on  the  other,  Praxedes  to  St. 
Paul ;  four  portraits  of  popes  follow  on  each 
side.  The  mosaics  are  said  to  be  of  the 
fourth  century.  In  another  side  chapel  is  a 
most  touching  altar-piece  :  a  guardian  angel 
leading  a  little  child.  The  face  of  the  angel 
beams  with  pity  and  protecting  love,  while 
on  the  child's  countenance  you  see  confiding 
love  and  clinging  confidence. 

The  church  dedicated  to  the  other  sisterr 
Praxedes,  is  close  by,  and  also  most  interest- 
ing. The  mosaics,  of  the  ninth  century,  are 
very  beautiful,  the  colours  so  well  preserved 
and  the  golden  ground  still  bright.  Our 
Lord  and  his  apostles  are  represented  in  the 
tribune,  and,  on  the  arch  of  triumph,  the 
twenty-four  angels,  bringing  their  crowns  in 
adoration,  the  archangels,  the  four  beasts,  and 
the  sea  of  glass.  These  figures  are  stiff  and 
ill-drawn,  but  they  make  a  great  impression 
upon  one,  and  an  impression  which  increases 
the  more  the  mosaics  are  seen :  there  are  few 
things  in  Borne  which  interest  me  so  deeply. 

c 
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Our  last  church  was  "I  Quattro  Coronati," 
occupying  a  prominent  position  on  the  Ceelian 
Hill,  near  St.  John  Lateran.  These  "  four 
crowned "  martyrs  were  stone-cutters,  put 
to  death  in  the  reign  of  the  Emperor  Diocle- 
tian. Their  church  is  beautifully  kept  by 
the  nuns  of  a  convent  adjoining.  The  pave- 
ment and  roof  are  very  beautiful,  and  the 
frescoes,  though  not  of  the  highest  order,  are 
very  good,  giving  the  history  of  the  martyrs. 

By  this  time  it  was  half-past  twelve,  and 
all  the  churches  were  closed ;  the  guardians 
were  gone  to  dinner,  and  then  the  siesta 
followed.  Some  of  the  churches  opened 
again  at  five,  but  the  greater  part  remained 
closed  till  six  o'clock  the  following  morning. 
My  kind  friends  took  me  home  greatly  pleased, 
but  very  tired,  and  obliged  to  remain  quiet 
the  rest  of  the  day.  I  hope  you  will  not  be 
tired  with  this  long  account.  It  is  difficult 
to  judge  what  will  interest  others;  and  really  I 
see  so  much,  that  it  is  impossible  to  describe 
all:  I  can  only  select  what  pleased  me  most. 

The  next  day  I  spent  in  quite  a  different 
way,  in  modern  as  distinguished  from  an- 
cient Rome.  It  being  the  eve  of  Trinity 
Sunday,  vespers  were  announced  in  the 
"  Diario"  as  to  take  place  in  the  Sistine 

chapel,  and  I  went  with  the  C family, 

who  had  arrived  in  Rome  a  few  days  pre- 
viously. The  Pope  was  present,  and  a  good 
number  of  cardinals  in  their  scarlet  robes; 
the  music,  however,  was  not  so  good  as  I 
have  heard  it.  I  think  I  never  told  you  that 
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I  have  at  last  succeeded  in  obtaining  a  "book 
containing  the  vespers;  it  is  called  "Horse 
Diurna?,"  and  is  a  small  volume  taken  from 
the  breviary  for  the  use  of  the  priests  who 
have  to  recite  their  hours.  It  takes  no  notice 
of  the  mass  which  is  found  in  the  missal. 
The  Eituale  Eomanum  gives  the  services 
performed  by  priests,  viz.,  funerals,  baptisms, 
marriages,  &c.,  and  the  Eituale  Pontificum 
those  appertaining  only  to  bishops,  as  ordina- 
tions, benedictions,  &c. ;  so  these  three  books, 
and  the  breviary,  are  required  to  make  up 
what  is  contained  in  our  one  small  volume  of 
Common  Prayer. 

I  think  no  one  can  attend  the  services  of 
the  Eoman  church  without  being  deeply 
impressed  with  the  scriptural  character  and 
great  beauty  of  our  Prayer-book,  retaining 
what  is  Scriptural  and  pure,  and  rejecting 
the  dross  of  the  Eomish  services. 

One  of  the  cardinals  seemed  greatly  struck 

with  the  two  little  C s ;  they  are  such 

fair  little  creatures,  with  blue  eyes  and 
flaxen  hair,  and  looked  so  pretty  in  their 
white  dresses  and  little  veils ;  the  old  cardi- 
nal turned  and  looked  at  them  repeatedly, 
and  little  Grace  kept  smiling  at  him,  and 
saying,  what  a  "  good-natured  old  man  !"  I 
must  here  tell  you  something  else  about  this 
same  cardinal.  He  was  very  intimate  with 

Miss  B ,  who  used  to  talk  to  him  about 

her    invalid    friend    who    knew    so    many 

languages.     One  day  he  asked  Miss  B 

if  there  were  not  hope  of  my  being  con- 
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verted  to  the  true  faith;  she  replied  she 
feared  there  was  none;  to  which  he  said,  both 
he  and  his  chaplain  had  noticed  there  was 
no  one  so  attentive  to  her  book  in  the  Sistine 
chapel,  and  advised  her  to  let  me  alone,  and 
trust  that  in  time  I  should  be  one  of  them. 
Now  that  the  greatest  part  of  the  English 
have  left  Borne,  my  long  curls  and  fair  com- 
plexion make  me  conspicuous  among  the 
dark  Roman  ladies. 

The  good  cardinal  would  not  perhaps  be- 
lieve that  it  is  my  attention  to  my  book 
which  will  prevent  my  ever  being  "  one  of 
them."  Whatever  service  I  attend,  I  go 
with  the  fixed  purpose  of  understanding 
thoroughly  what  goes  on,  and  knowing  ex- 
actly what  is  being  sung  and  said.  This 
will  prevent  my  being  led  away  by  the 
beautiful  music  and  general  impression ;  at 
the  same  time  that  it  makes  me  alive  to  what 
is  really  good  and  beautiful  in  their  services, 
though,  alas  !  obscured  by  much  that  is  false 
and  unscriptural. 

But  I  am  digressing  from  my  subject.  We 
descended  the  Scala  Regia,  and  stopped  in 
the  long  corridor  leading  to  the  entrance,  to 
examine  the  very  beautiful  and  ancient 
tapestry.  I  do  not  know  the  history  of  this 
tapestry,  except  that  it  is  very  old  and  valu- 
able, and  never  sees  light,  being  carefully 
preserved  in  the  Yatican  from  the  vulgar 
gaze,  except  once  in  the  year,  when  it  is 
brought  out  to  decorate  this  corridor  for 
the  approaching  solemnity  of  the  "Corpus 
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Domini."  One  piece  is  modern,  representing, 
I  should  think,  some  scene  in  the  court  of 
Louis  XIV.  The  other  nine  are  old;  in 
size  they  are  as  large  as  the  cartoons  in 
Hampton-court  Palace.  The  subjects  are — 
1,  Susannah  brought  forward  to  be  accused 
by  the  Elders  ;  2,  The  Eaising  of  Lazarus  ; 
3,  Judgment  of  Solomon  ;  4,  Baptism  of  our 
Lord ;  5,  Leonardo  da  Vinci's  Last  Supper ; 

6,  Joseph  made   known  to   his   Brethren ; 

7,  Esther  before  King  Ahasuerus ;   8,  The 
Woman  Washing  our  Lord's  Feet ;  9,  Our 
Lord  Curing  Diseases.     The  walls  on  which 
these  tapestries  were  hung  were  elegantly 
festooned  in  white,  red,  and  gold;  and  the 
Swiss    guards    in    their    picturesque   dress 
walking  up  and  down  produced  a  very  gay 
effect. 

I  drove  home,  changed  my  dress,  and 

went  to  tea  with  the  Misses  H ,  at  the 

Hotel  d'Angleterre.  They  were  going  to 
see  the  Colosseum  by  moonlight,  and  invited 
me  to  accompany  them,  which  I  did.  You 
have  read  so  many  accounts  of  this  most 
beautiful  sight  that  I  shall  not  inflict  a  long 
One  upon  you. 

It  was  a  brilliant  night,  and  yet  there  was 
a  soft  haze  very  unusual  in  this  climate ;  it 
made  the  shadows  less  sharp  and  defined, 
but,  I  think,  rather  added  to  the  general 
effect.  What  scenes  have  taken  place  in 
this  building !  The  proud  pomp  of  Eome, 
the  show  of  wild  beasts,  the  Christian's 
dying  groan !  all  now  passed  away.  But 
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there  will  come  a  day  when  the  "  Lord  will 
visit  for  these  things."  Indeed,  the  present 
state  of  Borne  shows  that  the  visitation  has 
begun.  It  is  striking  how  much  more 
oval  the  Colosseum  looks  by  night  than  by 
day. 

Sunday  was  the  festival  of  "  La  Santissima 
Trinita ;"  service  at  the  English  church  was 
at  nine  o'clock  in  the  morning,  on  account  of 
the  heat.  You  know  that  our  place  of 
worship  is  outside  the  gate,  and  the  sun  is 
very  hot  in  the  Piazza  del  Popolo,  which  you 
must  cross  to  reach  the  gate.  In  the  even- 
ing I  went  to  the  benediction  service  at  the 
chapel  of  the  convent  of  La  Trinita  dei 
Monti.  This  was  built  by  Catharine  de 
Medicis  for  the  education  of  young  French 
girls  of  noble  birth.  A  Descent  from  the 
Cross,  by  Daniel  da  Yolterra,  is  said  to  be 
one  of  the  finest  pictures  in  the  world,  but 
it  is  much  njiured,  and  is  in  such  a  bad 
light  that  it  can  scarcely  be  seen.  The 
music  here  is  very  simple — the  nun's  voices, 
accompanied  by  the  organ ;  but  it  is  so 
sweet,  touching,  and  thrilling,  that  I  delight 
in  it,  and  always  go  whenever  I  can.  As 
this  was  a  great  festa,  the  church  was 
beautifully  decorated  with  rich  hangings 
and  blazing  with  lights  disposed  in  the  most 
tasteful  manner;  the  vases  of  flowers  were 
filled  with  white  roses.  The  young  pen- 
sionnaires  wore  white  dresses  and  thin  white 
veils,  and,  after  curtseying  to  the  altar,  took 
their  places  on  each  side.  Between  them 
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was  placed  a  desk,  and  a  step  to  kneel  upon 
covered  with  red  cloth ;  here  knelt  seven 
young  girls  who  had  been  confirmed,  and 
received  their  first  communion  that  morning. 
They  were  dressed  in  white,  with  wreaths  of 
white  flowers  on  their  heads;  they  seemed 
from  eleven  to  fourteen  years  old,  and  looked 
very  interesting.  Poor  children  !  may  they 
really  have  taken  hold  of  the  foundation  that 
lies  under  the  accumulation  of  rubbish,  which 
man's  devices  have  erected  thereupon. 

The  Litany  of  the  Yirgin  was  first  sung 
by  the  nuns,  then  the  Greek  bishop  came  in 
for  the  benediction  service,  which  consists  of 
two  or  three  collects,  and  the  singing  of  the 
"  Tantum  ergo,"  two  verses  of  a  long  Latin 
hymn. 

To-day  the  chant  was  very  fine,  and  the 
music  most  impressive.  The  bishop  then 
raised  the  host,  and  afterwards  the  priests 
and  people  joined  in  what  is  called  the 
Litany  of  Pope  Gregory,  about  nine  clauses, 
pronouncing  "  God  blessed,"  u  Maria  San- 
tissima  blessed,"  &c.  This  service  varies 
with  the  "Ave  Maria,"  which  it  always 
precedes  by  an  hour.  When  we  left  the 
church  the  Pincio  was  crowded  with  Eomans 
in  their  gayest  dress,  walking  about  and  en- 
joying the  cool  evening,  for.it  had  been  in- 
tensely hot  all  day.  It  grows  dark  soon 
after  eight,  there  being  so  little  twilight  in 
Italy. 
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LETTER  III. 

Some,  June  19,  1854. 

My  dear  Brother, — To-day  I  shall  describe 
to  you  the  festivities  and  solemnities  attend- 
ant upon  the  Corpus  Domini  at  Rome.  In 
France  this  day  is  termed  the  Fete-Dieu. 
It  was  established  by  Pope  Urban  IV.  in  the 
thirteenth  century,  and  is  now  the  greatest 
solemnity  in  the  Romish  Church.  It  is  a 
moveable  feast,  always  taking  place  on  the 
Thursday  after  Trinity  Sunday.  "Wednes- 
day 14th  I  went  with  Mrs.  C to  see  the 

Gallery  at  the  Corsini  Palace,  in  the  Traste- 
vere.  There  are  an  immense  number  of  paint- 
ings, some  very  beautiful,  but  a  great  many 
very  common-place.  We  came  home  to  rest 
and  dine,  and  about  half-past  four  went  down 
to  St.  Peter's.  The  transept,  where  the  feet 
are  washed  in  Holy- week,  was  all  prepared 
with  temporary  seats  and  two  moveable 
organs,  and  at  a  quarter  before  six  the'  clergy 
and  choristers  came  in,  and  vespers  began. 
The  music  was  very  fine,  especially  the 
hymn  "Pange  Lingua  Gloriosi,"  appropri- 
ated for  this  festival,  and  sung  for  a  week. 
The  music  is  very  peculiar,  but  very  striking, 
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according  so  well  with  the  sense  of  the 
words.  There  was  a  large  congregation,  who 
left  the  church  at  the  conclusion  of  the  ser- 
vice, soon  after  seven.  We  were  obliged  to 
hurry  home,  being  engaged  out  to  tea  in  the 
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Via  Babuino.  We  spent  a  pleasant  evening, 
and  Master  Koinulus  came  to  escort  me  home. 

The  next  morning,  at  break  of  day,  can- 
nons fired  from  the  Castle  of  St.  Angelo, 
church  bells  rang,  and  the  bustle  of  passers- 
by  and  carriages  began  as  soon  as  it  was 
light.  I  had  my  breakfast  soon  after  six 
o'clock,  and  before  seven  my  friends  called 
for  me  in  a  carriage. 

Upon  reaching  the  bridge  of  St.  Angelo, 
we  found  there  was  no  passage  for  any  but 
privileged  carriages,  it  being  reserved  for 
foot  passengers,  who  were  pouring  across  in 
multitudes,  giving  way  occasionally  to  the 
carriage  of  an  ambassador,  cardinal,  or  sena- 
tor. We  therefore  turned  down  the  Yia 
Giulia,  and  took  the  round  through  the 
Trastevere  to  the  colonnade  of  St.  Peter's. 
We  had  tickets  for  seats  in  the  little  square 
of  St.  Peter's,  and  were  only  just  in  time  to 
secure  them,  for  the  crowd  was  very  great. 
The  procession  was  to  leave  the  door  of  the 
Vatican,  proceed  under  one  colonnade,  round 
the  little  square,  up  the  other  colonnade, 
and  enter  by  the  great  door  of  St.  Peter's. 
The  most  tasteful  awnings  were  erected  of 
white,  red,  and  yellow,  supported  by  poles 
in  the  shape  of  the  ancient  thyrsus,  wreathed 
with  evergreens.  Bands  of  military  music 
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played  in  the  centre  by  the  obelisk,  the  sky 
was  the  deepest  blue :  the  bright  sun  made 
us  very  glad  of  the  awnings,  the  two  fount- 
ains played,  rainbows  appearing  in  their 
spray ;  the  gay  uniforms  of  the  soldiers  and 
the  rich  costumes  of  the  Roman  women  and 
contadini  from  the  neighbouring  villages,, 
made  it  a  most  gay  scene,  and  very  much 
amused  we  were  with  looking  about  us. 
The  head  of  the  procession  started  at  half- 
past  eight.  First  came  about  sixty  little 
boys,  scholars  of  the  "  Termini,"  two  and 
two,  dressed  in  long  black  gowns,  with 
lighted  candles  in  their  right  hands.  The 
"  orfanelli,"  in  white  dresses,  came  next, 
and  were  more  numerous.  Then  came  a 
choir,  supposed  to  be  singing  the  psalms 
appointed  during  the  procession,  but  it  was 
such  a  disagreeable  noise,  that  I  was  very 
glad  the  tumult  around  us  nearly  drowned 
it.  The  religious  orders  followed,  all  two 
and  two,  with  lighted  candles,  each  order 
being  preceded  by  its  banner.  I  do  not 
think  you  would  be  interested  by  a  catalogue 
of  all  their  names,  as  there  were  upwards  of 
twenty,  so  I  will  only  mention  the  principal. 
Next  to  me  was  a  Roman  lady,  who  knew 
all  the  orders,  and  she  told  me  who  they 
were  as  they  passed  by.  The  Scalzetti,  or 
barefooted  Franciscan  friars  came  first,  and 
were  the  most  miserable ;  such  dirty,  low- 
looking  fellows,  with  a  bad  expression  of 
countenance.  The  Capuchins  were  distin- 
guished by  their  long  beards.  Several  others 
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wore  black  dresses,  which  at  first  seemed 
the  same  in  all,  but  upon  close  inspection 
the  sleeves  or  cape  differ,  which  mark  one 
set  to  be  Paolotti,  another  Bernabiti,  &c. 
I  looked  upon  these  last  with  interest,  as 
Gavazzi,  whom  I  had  heard  in  London,  was 
one  of  this  body.  The  Carmelites,  or  monks 
of  St.  Teresa,  wore  brown  dresses,  with  white 
capes  ;  the  Dominicans  black,  with  white 
capes  ;  the  Passionists  a  bleeding  heart  on 
their  black  gown  ;  the  Ministri  degli  In- 
fermi,  servants  of  the  sick,  two  red  crosses 
on  the  left  breast ;  the  Augustinians  were 
men  of  a  higher  stamp ;  and  the  Benedict- 
ines, of  whom  there  were  but  few,  looked 
like  gentlemen,  as  none  but  men  of  good 
family  may  enter  this  order,  which  contains 
more  ability  and  learning  than  all  the  other 
orders  put  together.  After  the  religious 
orders  came  the  pupils  of  various  institutions 
for  education — such  miserable-looking  boys, 
the  least  first.  Indeed,  it  was  quite  a  study 
to  see  the  development  of  education,  begin- 
ning with  the  tiny  boys  of  five  or  six,  through 
the  various  stages,  up  to  the  aged  monk. 
Many  hundreds  passed  before  me,  and  very 
few  had  even  a  good  expression  of  counte- 
nance— only  about  half-a-dozen  looked  at  all 
intellectual. 

The  crushing  system  makes  these  boys 
the  unhappy  objects  they  are,  to  be  deve- 
loped into  either  the  ruffianly-looking,  or 
the  abject,  low  monk.  "When  all  the  sombre 
dresses  had  gone  by,  a  gayer  part  followed — 
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all  the  parochial  clergy  and  curates  of  Rome, 
in  their  most  gorgeous  dresses.  Then  the 
signs  of  the  seven  great  basilicas  of  Rome. 
These  are  huge  umbrellas,  an  emblem  of 
sovereignty  derived  from  the  East.  After 
each  umbrella  came  the  church  officials, 
choir,  clergy,  and  canons  of  each  basilica, 
•with  their  banner  and  a  large  kind  of  bell. 
St.  Peter's  umbrella  was  the  sixth.  St.  John 
Lateran  came  last  in  the  place  of  honour,  as 
this  basilica  ranks  even  before  St.  Peter's,  and 
has  two  umbrellas  and  two  large  crosses :  one, 
my  informant  told  me,  was  called  the  cross 
of  Constantine,  and  was  gold  elaborately 
carved;  the  other,  called  of  St.  Olmo,  was  set 
with  precious  stones.  The  judges,  ecclesi- 
astical and  civil,  wore  their  full  dress.  Then 
a  "grey"  assembly — the  heads  of  all  the  reli- 
gious orders,  about  twenty-nine;  the  various 
officers  of  the  Papal  household ;  the  senators, 
in  scarlet  robes ;  the  jewellers,  carrying  on 
crimson  cushions  three  mitres  and  two  tiaras, 
splendid  with  jewels  ;  the  lawyers  of  the 
consistorial  courts,  in  red  gowns ;  and  the 
private  musicians  of  the  Pope. 

We  were  then  all  made  to  stand  up,  as  the 
chief  part  of  the  procession  was  coming. 
First  came  the  Greek  bishop — said  to  be  the 
finest  man  in  the  world  after  the  Emperor 
Nicholas — with  his  state  robes  and  crown. 
He  is  very  tall  and  majestic,  but  though 
very  handsome,  there  is  a  kind  of  sinister 
expression  upon  his  face.  He  was  supported 
on  each  side  by  the  Armenian  and  Maronite 
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bishops,  with  long  beards  and  rich  Eastern 
costume.  There  were  several  other  foreign 
bishops.  After  them  came  the  Guardia 
Nobile,  in  full  dress,  and  very  handsome  it 
is.  Then  came  the  cardinals — first  the  car- 
dinal bishops,  with  large  bosses  of  gold  on 
their  breasts,  fastening  their  robes.  There 
were  only  four  of  these.  The  cardinal  priests 
followed;  their  white  mitres  were  of  em- 
bossed satin.  Afterwards  the  cardinal  dea- 
cons, with  plain  white  mitres.  The  dresses 
of  the  cardinals  were  most  gorgeous.  Over 
their  usual  red  robes  and  rich  vestments  they 
wore  copes  of  white  satin,  stiff  with  raised 
gold  embroidery  and  precious  stones. 

Two  attendants,  bearing  the  white  ostrich 
plumes  set  with  peacocks'  eyes,  announced 
the  near  approach  of  the  Pope,  and  all  the 
Romans  fell  on  their  knees.  The  Pontiff 
was  carried  in  his  chair.  He  seemed  to  be 
kneeling,  but  I  was  told  afterwards  that  he 
was  supported  with  pillows,  as  the  position 
would  be  too  fatiguing  for  so  long  a  time. 
His  head  was  bare,  and  in  his  hand  he 
carried  a  splendid  ostensorium,  containing 
the  consecrated  wafer.  He  seemed  wrapt  in 
devotion,  and  did  not  cast  one  glance  on  the 
kneeling  multitudes,  or  give  his  benediction 
as  usual  in  processions.  His  whole  soul 
seemed  absorbed  in  the  object  he  carried  in 
his  hand.  His  robes  were  magnificent — 
white  satin,  with  heavy  gold  embroidery. 
The  chamberlains,  in  their  velvet  dresses  and 
ruffs  (the  style  of  Sir  Walter  Ealeigh),  fol- 
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lowed,  with  other  attendants.  The  procession 
took  sixty-five  minutes  to  pass  us,  so  you 
may  have  some  idea  of  its  length.  The 
French  and  Italian  cavalry  then  followed. 

The  Pope  entered  St.  Peter's,  and  I  am 
told  placed  the  host  on  the  altar  and  gave  the 
benediction,  but  this  I  did  not  see,  for  the 
crowd  was  so  great  I  could  not  get  into  the 
church.  We  found  our  carriage  with  some 
difficulty,  and  drove  home.  All  the  shops 
were  shut,  as  it  was  a  universal  holiday. 

Great  preparations  were  going  on  in  the 
Fontanella  Borghese  for  a  procession  and 
benediction.  A  very  tasteful  erection  was 
prepared  just  opposite  the  Borghese  palace : 
curtains  and  drapery,  very  well  arranged  and 
trimmed  with  gold  lace ;  an  altar-piece,  and 
underneath  an  altar  with  a  rich  covering,  and 
handsome  candlesticks  and  plate.  I  could  see 
all  very  well  from  my  window,  and  had  invited 
some  friends  to  see  what  went  on.  It  was 
a  procession  from  St.  Lorenzo  in  Lucina,  pre- 
ceded by  men  carrying  lights  in  what  looked 
like  gilt  cages.  Friars,  children,  and  clergy 
came  on,  and  ended  with  a  cardinal  carrying 
the  host.  He  mounted  the  steps  of  the  tem- 
porary altar,  raised  the  host,  and  gave  the 
benediction  to  the  crowd,  who  all  knelt  to 
receive  it.  There  was  to  be  a  fine  musical 
service  at,  the  Trinita  dei  Monti,  but  I  was 
too  tired  to  go  there,  and  glad  when  my 
friends  left,  to  stay  quietly  at  home.  During 
this  week,  or  "  octave,"  there  are  two  pro- 
cessions every  day,  and  by  the  "  Diario  " 
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you  can  find  out  from  what  church  they 
start,  and  to  what  point.  The  next  two 
days,  however,  I  did  not  go  to  any  procession, 
for,  though  always  ready  to  see  everything, 
I  often  have  not  strength,  and  am  obliged  to 
stay  at  home. 

On  Sunday  evening  the  procession  was 
at  the  Lateran.  Services  at  our  church 
were  at  nine  in  the  morning,  and  five  in  the 
afternoon.  On  my  return  from  the  latter, 
I  joined  some  friends  in  a  carriage  from 
the  Piazza  di  Spagna,  and  we  went  off.  We 
took  chairs,  at  2^d.  a-piece,  in  the  line  of 
the  procession.  A  way  was  prepared  for  it, 
nicely  sanded,  and  strewn  with  bay  and 
myrtle  sprigs.  It  was  a  glorious  evening, 
and  a  most  striking  scene  it  was.  The  hills 
in  the  distance  were  of  the  most  gorgeous 
colours :  a  sky  of  green  and  gold,  with  a  few 
bright  purple  clouds  edged  with  gold,  form- 
ing a  beautiful  background  to  the  picture. 
A  Eoman  crowd  is  far  more  polite  than  an 
English ;  no  one  pushes,  and  yet  all  advance. 
The  costumes  were  very  pretty :  the  gay 
bodices  of  the  women,  their  handkerchiefs 
and  aprons  of  fine  white  muslin,  trimmed 
with  lace,  and  the  various  head-dresses ;  some 
wore  the  flat  white  cloth,  so  becoming  to 
many  faces,  others  brilliant  scarlet  ribbons, 
and  others  again  pins  headed  with  coral  or 
gold ;  coral  necklaces  and  massive  gold  ear- 
rings are  worn  by  the  peasants.  The  dress 
of  the  men  is  less  showy,  but  picturesque : 
the  high  campagna  hat,  and  embroidered  sash 
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round  the  waist.  A  great  person  on  such  an 
occasion  is  the  seller  of  lemonade.  He  has 
a  portable  stall,  containing  a  can  of  water, 
lemons,  a  lemon  squeezer,  and  sugar.  If  you 
want  a  glass  of  the  best  lemonade,  you  pay 
two  baiocchi  (one  penny),  for  which  half  a 
lemon  is  put  in  the  squeezer,  and  you  have 
two  spoonsful  of  sugar  ;  for  one  baioccho  you 
have  no  sugar.  The  little  children  will  come 
and  beg  for  a  baioccho  to  buy  lemonade, 
they  are  so  thirsty. 

The  setting  sun  gilded  the  statues  on  the 
roof  of  the  basilica,  which  stood  out  against 
the  intensely  blue  sky,  when  a  band  of  music 
announced  the  procession.    It  was  headed  by 
the  two  umbrellas  and  crosses  that  had  been 
sent  to  the  Thursday  procession,  and  consisted 
of  clergy  and  religious  orders,  &c. ;  the  only 
new  feature  was  the  appearance  of  four  young 
girls  dressed  entirely  in  white,  with  hoods 
fastened  tightly  under  the  chin,  and  falling 
over  the   shoulders.      At   a   distance   they 
appeared  to  have  silver  stars  on  their  dresses 
and  hoods,  but  upon  close  inspection  these 
stars  were  made  with  common  pins,  stuck  in 
patterns,  and  producing  a  very  pretty  effect. 
Two  of  the  girls  wore  crowns  of  artificial 
flowers  and  gilt  tinsel  on  their  heads.     They 
are  children  of  the  parochial  school,  who  on 
this  day  receive  dowries  ;  those  with  crowns 
are  to  be  nuns,  and  their  dowries  are  to  be 
given  to  the  convent  that  receives  them,  the 
other  girls'  dowries  are  marriage  portions. 

We  entered  the  basilica  after  the  proces- 
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sion.  St.  John  Lateran  is  a  cold-looking 
church,  the  walls,  statues,  &c.,  being  of  a 
dead  white,  but  on  this  occasion  they  were 
covered  with  crimson  cloth,  and  the  coup 
d'ceil  was  very  fine.  The  light  of  day  was- 
almost  gone ;  the  kneeling  figures,  in  every 
hue  of  dress,  each  carrying  a  lighted  taper, 
the  candles  flashing  against  the  dark  crimson 
draperies,  the  strains  of  music  and  voices 
joining  in  the  "  Tantum  Ergo"  hymn, 
produced  a  very  fine  eifect.  The  host  was 
carried  by  the  cardinal- vicar,  who  gave  the 
benediction ;  the  military  music  began  in 
the  church,  and  continued  as  the  procession 
passed  out,  gradually  dispersing  when  they 
left  the  great  square  of  the  Lateran. 

This  morning  I  have  been  at  a  service  of 
a  different  nature.  Just  as  the  procession 
was  starting  on  Thursday,  the  sudden  death 
of  one  of  the  cardinals  was  announced.  We 
thought  the  Pope  looked  very  pale,  and  he 
was  said  to  have  been  greatly  shocked.  The 
cardinal's  name  was  Fornari,  he  was  sixty- 
four,  and  greatly  beloved  for  his  amiable 
qualities.  Antonelli  is  said  to  have  dreaded 
him,  for  his  influence  among  his  brethren 
was  very  great,  and  he  was  considered  likely 
to  succeed  Pius  in  the  pontifical  chair.  lie 
had  just  put  on  his  robes  to  attend  the  cere- 
mony, and,  when  rising  up  to  go  to  his  car- 
riage, fell  down  dead.  His  funeral  service 
was  to  take  place  to-day  at  the  Chiesa  Nu- 

ova,  and  Mrs.  "W went  with  me  there 

soon  after  nine. 
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This  church,  called  also  St.  Maria  in  Val- 
licella,  is  one  of  the  largest  in  Rome,  but  of 
a  heavy,  bad  style,  and  not  at  all  pleasing. 
It  was  now  entirely  covered  with  black  cloth 
and  velvet  hangings,  bound  with  gold,  and 
most  tastefully  disposed.  In  the  centre  aisle 
was  the  catafalque,  of  yellow,  on  which  lay 
the  coffin,  covered  with  black,  with  the  car- 
dinal's hat  at  the  feet.  It  was  surrounded 
by  a  kind  of  palisade  of  iron,  with  a  lighted 
yellow  candle  at  each  spike.  As  each  car- 
dinal came  in  he  knelt  on  a  cushion  at  the 
foot  of  the  coffin  for  a  moment,  sprinkled  it 
with  holy  water,  and  then  went  to  his  seat ; 
the  Pope  did  the  same  on  his  entrance,  soon 
after  ten  o'clock.  The  mass  for  the  dead 
began,  and  was  very  fine,  especially  the  "Dies 
Irae,"  which,  being  performed  by  the  Pope's 
choir,  had  nearly  the  same  effect  as  at  the 
Sistine  Chapel. 

When  the  "  Requiescat  in  Pace  "  was 
said,  and  the  mass  over,  the  fence  of  candles 
was  opened.  The  Pope  and  cardinals  de- 
scended from  their  seats  and  walked  round 
the  catafalque,  sprinkling  and  incensing  the 
coffin.  A  chair  was  placed  for  the  Pope,  and 
he  read  a  short  passage  of  the  Gospel  and  a 
prayer.  His  voice  is  very  clear,  and  we  had 
seats  just  outside  the  fence,  so  we  saw  every- 
thing and  heard  every  word.  It  was  a  very 
striking  and  impressive  service.  We  re- 
mained almost  the  last  in  the  church.  At 
night  the  coffin  would  be  removed  and  placed 
in  the  family  burial  vault,  without  any  fur- 
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ther  religious  service.  Not  one  word  of  pur- 
gatory occurs  in  this  service ;  I  think  it 
must  be  the  dread  of  this  place  of  torment 
which  makes  Italians  so  shrink  from  death. 
Oh,  that  they  fully  knew  the  loving  Saviour, 
as  set  forth  in  His  word,  without  the  addition 
of  men's  cunning  fables  and  devices. 
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LETTER  IV. 

Konie,  June  25,  1854. 

My  dear  Brother, — Yesterday  evening,  as 
I  was  reading,  with  the  sounds  of  the  beauti- 
ful "Dies  Iree"  still  in  my  ears,  I  met  with  a 
notice  of  its  date  which  I  will  transcribe  for 
your  benefit.  ' '  The  author  of  this  magnificent 
hymn  is  very  doubtful,  but  the  probabilities 
are  in  favour  of  Thomas  de  Celano,  a  Minorite 
Friar,  who  lived  during  the  second  half  of  the 
14th  century.  Bartholomew  of  Pisa,  in  his 
'  Liber  Conformitatum,  1401,'  speaks  of  it. 
The  earliest  printed  book  in  which  it  is  seen 
is  believed  to  be  the  'Missale  Eomanum,' 
printed  at  Pavia  in  1491.  Palentia  says  it 
was  first  introduced  into  the  Venice  editions 
of  the  Missals  printed  for  the  Domini- 
cans." I  have  never  heard  the  other  grand 
hymn,  the  "Stabat  Mater."  I  was  told  that  it 
is  sung  at  the  Sistine  Chapel  the  morning  of 
Mid- Lent  Sunday,  but,  as  this  would  in- 
terfere with  our  own  service,  I  have  never 
liked  to  go.  It  is  sung  in  several  of  the 
churches  in  Eome  on  Good-Friday  evening, 
at  a  service  called  the  "  Ora  desolata  di 
Maria."  I  did  mean  to  have  gone  to  hear  it  at 
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the  church  of  St.  Marcello  in  the  Corso,  last 
Good- Friday,  but  was,  not  at  home  in  time 
from  the  "  Miserere  "  at  the  Sistine  Chapel. 
A  friend  who  went  described  the  service  to 
me.  A  preacher  was  sitting  on  a  kind  of 
platform,  and  gave  a  short  discourse  and 
prayer,  then  the  choir  struck  up  four  verses 
of  the  "  Stabat  Mater ;  " — another  discourse 
and  prayer,  then  four  more  verses,  and  so  on. 
She  said  it  was  a  very  solemn  service,  but 
the  continual  interruptions  quite  spoilt  the 
effect  of  the  hymn. 

Now  to  return  from  this  digression  to 
my  diary :  I  hope  you  are  not  quite  tired 
of  processions,  for  you  will  hear  a  little 
more  about  them  to-day,  but  first  I  will  tell 
you  what  I  did  on  Wednesday  21st.  It  was 
the  anniversary  of  the  Pope's  coronation,  and 
there  was  a  great  mass  in  the  Sistine  Chapel, 

so  Mrs.  "W and  I,  dressed  in  black,  with 

veils,  drove  down.  We  were  very  early  and 
had  a  long  time  to  wait.  What  a  contrast 
to  last  Monday  !  Then  all  was  gloom  and 
mourning,  to-day  all  festive  and  bright  co- 
lours. There  were  only  twelve  ladies,  but 
a  great  number  of  gentlemen,  and  many  of 
them  in  court  dress,  especially  the  foreign 
.ambassadors,  as  after  the  mass  they  went 
into  the  palace  to  present  their  compliments 
to  the  Pope.  All  the  cardinals  in  Eome  were 
ihere  ;  and  Antonelli,  who  is  rarely  seen  at 
festivals,  was  pointed  out  to  me.  He  has  a 
keen  eye,  and  looks  sharpness  and  intelligence 
personified;  but  his  expression  is  bad,  and 
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there  is  a  cunning,  dishonest  look  about  him. 
The  sun  streamed  in  on  the  bright  scarlet 
robes  and  the  magnificent  dress  of  the 
officiating  bishop. 

"When  the  Pope  took  his  seat,  the  mass 
began.  The  music  was  really  magnificent, 
joyous  and  triumphant.  The  Sanctus — 
"  Holy,  Holy,  Lord  God  of  Sabaoth "  was 
particularly  fine.  Certainly  it  is  a  Christian 
way  of  keeping  a  day  of  rejoicing,  by  having 
a  public  service  of  thanksgiving,  and  there 
are  points  on  which  we  might  learn  from 
the  Bomanists.  On  our  way  home  we  drove 
to  the  church  of  St.  Ignatius,  belonging 
to  the  Jesuits.  It  was  the  festa  of  St.  Luigi 
Gonzaga,  to  whom  a  large  and  rich  chapel 
is  dedicated,  and  the  decorations  were  ex- 
quisite ;  never  in  my  life  did  I  see  such  vases 
of  flowers,  there  were  at  least  twenty  within 
the  altar  railing  ;  the  flowers  were  most  ex- 
quisite, and  arranged  with  such  perfect  taste. 
In  many  of  the  vases  light  feathery  grass  was 
introduced,  forming  a  kind  of  cloud  round 
the  flowers;  the  perfume  was  most  delicious. 
Mass  was  over,  and  the  church  was  filled  with 
people,  like  ourselves,  gazing  at  the  decora- 
tions. One  thing  struck  me  as  very  extra- 
ordinary. Under  the  altar  was  a  great  heap 
of  letters  done  up  most  fantastically  in 
coloured  envelopes  wreathed  with  flowers, 
gold,  &c.  Upon  inquiry  I  found  that  the 
saint  is  the  patron  of  education,  and  the 
young  pupils,  both  girls  and  boys,  are  en- 
couraged to  write  to  the  saint,  setting  forth. 
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their  petitions,  reporting  their  progress,  &c. 
These  letters  are  brought  on  this  day  and  burnt 
without  being  read.  I  should  hardly  have  be- 
lieved such  an  absurdity,  had  I  not  seen  it. 
What  a  pity  the  poor  children  should  be 
taught  such  folly !  The  custode  came  to  close 
the  church  as  it  was  striking  "  mezzo  giorno," 
and  we  retreated  to  our  carriage  and  returned 
home.  In  the  evening  I  went  to  see  a  pro- 
cession, but  it  was  nothing  remarkable. 

The  next  day  was  the  last  of  the  octave  of 
"  Corpus  Domini."  My  kind  friends,  Mr.  and 

Mrs.  "W called  for  me  at  five,  and  we 

drove  down  to  St.  Peter's.  Vespers  were  in 
the  part  behind  the  Baldacchino  ;  the  Psalms 
were  not  particularly  fine,  but  I  heard  again 
the  beautiful  "  Pange  Lingua  Gloriosi,"  so 
simple,  solemn,  and  touching.  When  the  ser- 
vice was  over,  we  went  in  to  the  great  square 
and  hired  chairs,  upon  which  we  stood,  so  as 
to  see  the  procession  well.  It  began  to 
emerge  from  the  great  door  about  half-past 
six,  took  a  circuit  in  the  great  square,  and 
returned  by  the  same  door.  First  came  St. 
Peter's  great  umbrella  of  cloth  of  gold  and 
purple ;  it  is  newer  and  much  more  handsome 
than  those  of  the  other  basilicas.  Afterwards 
came  the  religious  orders,  at  least  some  of 
them,  perhaps  half-a-dozen,  each  sending 
from  fifty  to  two  hundred  deputies.  Then 
the  six  parishes  dependent  upon  St.  Peter's, 
each  preceded  by  its  banner,  and  consisting 
of  boys  under  education,  choir,  church- 
servants,  priests,  canons,  and  dignitaries 
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with  their  fur  tippets,  which  were  rather 
out  of  place  in  such  weather.  A  number  of 
young  girls  dressed  in  white  stuck  with 
pins,  like  those  at  St.  John  Lateran,  followed; 
I  think  there  were  thirty,  but  I  lost  the 
reckoning.  All  wore  in  their  girdles  a  roll 
of  paper,  which  was  the  "  earnest  "  for  their 
dowry.  I  was  glad  to  see  that  only  one 
wore  the  crown,  marking  her  as  destined  to 
a  convent.  All  the  officials  of  St.  Peter's 
itself,  from  the  lowest  to  the  highest,  came 
next.  The  host  was  carried  by  a  cardinal. 
Directly  after  him  walked  the  Pope,  wearing 
a  white  dress  and  train,  with  a  scarlet  cope. 
The  other  cardinals,  their  chaplains,  servants, 
and  military,  closed  the  procession. 

As  soon  as  it  had  passed  we  returned 
to  St.  Peter's,  which  was  filling  very  fast ; 
a  broad  space  for  the  procession  was  left 
clear,  and  was  strewn  with  sprigs  of  bay 
and  box.  The  whole  of  the  dome  also  was 
cleared ;  we  had  excellent  front  places,  and 
saw  all  very  well.  Though  not  much  after 
seven  o'clock,  the  church  was  growing  dark. 
Eich  gold  candlesticks  on  the  altar,  and  the 
hundred  lamps  round  the  tomb  of  St.  Peter, 
were  lighted,  and  the  last  rays  of  the  setting 
sun  gleamed  in  through  the  golden  Saint 
Esprit  window  in  the  tribune.  The  proces- 
sion entered,  each  person  bearing  a  light; 
the  curious  lamps  carried  about  were  ar- 
ranged in  the  centre.  Silently  and  noise- 
lessly the  vast  church  was  filled.  The 
growing  darkness,  the  various  figures  stand- 
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ing  out  in  strong  relief  from  the  lights  they 
carried,  the  dark  red  drapery,  the  reflection 
from  the  pillars  of  the  Baldacchino,  the  long 
dark  aisles,  formed  a  very  striking  scene, 
rendered  still  more  impressive  when  the 
strains  of  the  organ  began,  soft  and  slow, 
gradually  swelling  into  the  "TantumErgo," 
which  was  sung  by  the  full  choir.  The  Pope 
then  elevated  the  host ;  and,  after  the  short 
Italian  litany,  to  which  all  the  people  made 
the  responses,  all  left  the  church. 

I  fear  I  have  rather  tired  you  with  proces- 
sions, but  this  is  the  last.  They  interest  me 
greatly,  as  enabling  me  to  see  the  habits  and 
manners  of  the  lower  orders.  The  festivities 
of  the  past  week  have  been  purely  national ; 
all  the  spectators  have  been,  with  very  few 
•exceptions,  Italians ;  and  I  like  to  examine 
the  costumes,  countenances,  and  listen  to  the 
conversation  of  the  lower  orders.  The  man 
who  hires  out  chairs  is  a  character :  he  asks 
generally  two  or  three  p'auls,  and,  when  he 
sees  you  are  up  to  him,  takes  with  a  laugh 
as  many  baiocchi.  Much  bargaining  is  done 
by  the  hand — you  hold  up  as  many  fingers  as 
you  will  give  copper-pieces,  and  when  the 
bargain  is  concluded,  a  nod  of  the  head  invites 
you  to  take  possession  of  your  chair.  Then 
the  children  are  so  interesting — little  black- 
eyed  creatures,  so  quaintly  dressed,  with  such 
graceful  manners  and  coaxing  expressions. 
They  are  very  different  to  the  children  of  the 
lower  orders  in  England,  who  are  often  so 
boorish  and  sulky ;  an  Italian  child  is  never 
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shy,  and  will  always  express  itself  in  the 
prettiest  language.  I  must  say  that  they 
love  romancing,  and  do  not  adhere  to  truth. 
I  should  like  to  see  a  mixture  of  English 
truth  and  honesty  with  Italian  politeness. 
One  very  characteristic  attendant  upon  these 
processions,  is  the  little  ragged  urchin  with  a 
piece  of  stiff  paper  twisted  up  into  a  sugar- 
loaf.  You  will  wonder  what  his  business  is. 
He  watches  the  candles  as  they  pass  by,  and, 
when  he  sees  a  long  piece,  adroitly  puts  his 
sugar-loaf  underneath,  and  catches  the  drop- 
ping wax.  I  have  seen  men  servants  break 
off  the  runnings  of  their  candles,  and  give 
them  to  some  boy  that  moves  their  compas- 
sion. These  droppings  are  sold  to  the  candle- 
makers.  As  soon  as  a  procession  has  left  a 
church  you  will  see  men  and  women  on  their 
knees,  with  blunt  knives,  scratching  up  the 
wax  that  has  fallen  upon  the  marble  pave- 
ment. 

The  next  morning  a  German  Protestant 
called  upon  me :  we  were  talking  of  the  pro- 
cessions, and  he  said  they  had  been  estab- 
lished in  memory  of  the  institution  of  the 
Lord's  Supper,  and  were  meant  to  enforce  its 
observance  upon  those  who  were  careless  and 
never  went  to  church,  by  bringing  it  before 
their  eyes  in  processions.  Whether  this  is 
advisable,  and  not  more  likely  to  do  harm 
rather  than  good,  I  will  not  discuss  now. 

I  remained  at  home  all  the  morning,  and 
at  five  went  to  visit  a  friend  in  the  Via  Gre- 
goriana.  As  she  was  not  at  home,  I  went 
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into  the  garden  and  sat  there  an  hour.  The 
orange  flowers  perfumed  the  air.  The  olean- 
ders were  in  full  bloom,  with  their  rich 
scarlet  flowers.  The  flo wer-beds  were  one 
mass  of  all  that  is  bright  and  beautiful.  The 
sky  was  bright  blue  shading  into  gold  in  the 
quarter  where  the  sun  was  to  set,  and  my  eye 
rested  on  "  temple,  dome,  and  tower,"  till  the 
view  was  bounded  by  the  distant  stone  pines 
of  the  Villa  Doria  outside  Porta  St.  Pancrazio. 
It  was  the  festa  of  "the  Sacred  Heart,"  the 
great  day  at  the  convent  of  the  Trinita  dei 
Monti,  so  at  seven  I  went  there.  The  chapel 
was  beautifully  decorated  with  hangings  and 
lights,  as  I  have  described  upon  a  former 
occasion ;  a  sermon  was  going  on  in  French 
to  the  pupils  ;  then  followed  prayers  in  both 
Italian  and  Latin.  I  could  not  catch  much, 
but  it  was  evidently  some  service  peculiar 
to  the  occasion.  The  music  was  very 
beautiful.  I  could  not  follow  it,  but  knew 
it  was  not  the  usual  Litany  to  the  Virgin. 
The  "  Tantum  Ergo "  was  sung  to  a  most 
beautiful  chant,  and  the  benediction  was 

given  by  a  bishop.     My  friend  Miss  D 

met  me  in  the  church,  and  we  watched  the 
sun  set,  and  heard  the  guns  fire  in  honour 
of  St.  John  Baptist.  I  am  told  that  there 
are  beautiful  vespers  this  evening  at  St. 
John  Lateran,  and  that  "  cloves  for  the  sick" 
are  blessed.  I  wanted  to  see  this  ceremony, 
but  am  too  tired  and  weak  to  go  so  far, 
especially  by  myself,  as  I  could  find  no  one 
who  cared  to  accompany  me. 
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June  24th  was  the  day  of  St.  John 
Baptist.  At  nine  o'clock  I  went  to  the 
steps  in  the  Piazza  di  Spagna,  dressed  in 

black,  with  a  veil.      Miss  B met  me, 

and  we  took  a  carriage  to  St.  John  Lateran ; 
the  church  was  very  full,  but  our  dress 
gained  us  admission  to  the  front  seats  of  the 
"palco,"  or  box,  erected  for  the  ladies. 
There  were  twenty-six  cardinals  present, 
and  the  Pope,  who  looked  very  well.  The 
church  was  hung  with  scarlet,  and  the 
decorations  and  flowers  were  very  pretty. 
The  grand  mosaics  in  the  apse  on  its  golden 
ground  stood  out  in  majesty.  They  were 
executed  between  1287  and  1292,  and,  in 
the  animated  and  inspired  action,  we 
recognise  a  revival  of  that  poetic  intention, 
which  gave  such  grandeur  to  the  mosaics  of 
the  fifth  century,  and  which  was  lost  in  the 
mosaics  of  the  Byzantine  style.  The  manner 
in  which  the  Cardinals  paid  their  respects  to 
the  Pope,  while  service  was  going  on,  struck 
me  as  very  irreverent.  The  music  was  not 
particularly  fine.  The  most  interesting  part 
were  the  country  people,  who  came  in 
crowds  from  the  neighbouring  towns,  in 
their  gayest  costumes,  to  do  honour  to  their 
favourite  saint.  We  drove  home  about  half- 
past  eleven,  when  all  was  over. 

At  six  o'clock  I  left  home,  and  went  to 
the  Trinita  dei  Monti.  The  music  was  very 
fine.  I  admire  so  much  the  alternate  Litany. 
The  nuns,  with  their  thrilling  sweet  voices, 
sing  several  strophes  ;  and  then  the  officiat- 
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ing  priests  take  up  the  strain  :  the  contrast 
between  the  male  and  female  voices  is  very 
fine. 

When  the  service  was  over,  I  met  Mr. 

and  Mrs.  W ,  and  walked  with  them 

some  time.  It  was  a  glorious  evening,  and 
we  remained  on  the  Pincio  till  past  nine 
o'clock,  walking  and  resting  ourselves  on 
the  stone  benches.  The  beautiful  gardens 
of  the  Villa  Medici  join  this  public 
promenade,  from  which  they  are  separated 
by  a  grating.  Here  the  nightingales  sing 
delightfully.  At  times  the  silence  is  broken 
by  the  shrill  cry  of  the  small  owl — it  is  quite 
a  different  species  to  the  English  night-bird. 
In  the  month  of  May  myriads  of  fireflies  are 
to  be  seen,  and  it  was  here  that,  for  the  first 
time,  I  saw  these  beautiful  insects  among 
the  trees,  and  on  the  beds  of  roses.  They 
love  damp,  and  as  the  heat  increases 
usually  disappear.  But  to-night  there  were 
a  good  many  to  do  honour  to  St.  John.  A 
German  tradition  says,  that  the  saint  gave 
the  fly  its  light,  as  on  this  day.  He  wanted 
to  cross  a  little  brook,  in  the  dark,  and, 
feeling  about,  took  up  a  little  fly,  to  which 
he  said  u  Light  me,  0  fly!"  Accordingly 
the  fly  became  luminous,  and  has  continued 
so  ever  since ;  and  it  is  supposed  St.  John 
crossed  the  brook  safely. 

From  the  Pincio  you  have  the  finest  view 
of  modern  Eome  ;  very  little  of  the  ancient 
part  is  to  be  seen.  It  is  always  lovely,  from 
early  morning  to  late  at  night.  I  have 
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walked  here  with.  Miss  B at  eleven   at 

night,  when  there  was  no  one  besides 
ourselves,  and  the  French  sentinel.  Under 
our  feet  lay  mighty  Rome  asleep — the  busy 
hum  of  day  hushed  ;  the  pale  beams  lighting 
up  the  Vatican  and  St.  Peter's,  which  now 
rule  the  proud  city  of  the  Caesars.  Who 
can  tell  what  Eome's  future  destiny  will  be  ? 
It  does  not  seem  as  if  the  present  state  of 
things  can  long  continue.  The  spirit  of  the 
age  is  against  ecclesiastical  rule,  and  the 
pontiff  is  upheld  on  his  throne  by  French 
bayonets.  Not  that  Pius  is  unpopular  as  a 
man — he  is  amiable  and  kind ;  but  it  is  the 
priestly  domination,  which  young  Italy 
yearns  to  throw  off,  and  I  cannot  but  think 
it  will  do  so  one  day. 

When  we  left  the  Pincio,  my  friends 
asked  me  to  tea,  but  I  was  too  tired,  so  they 
accompanied  me  to  the  Fontanella  Borghese. 
As  we  passed  the  palace  of  the  Knights  of 
St.  John  in  the  Yia  Condotti,  we  saw  it  was 
illuminated;  long  poles  are  stuck  into  the 
ground,  and  upon  these  are  chafi ng  dishes, 
containing  pitch  and  tow,  which  give  a 
brilliant  light  for  several  hours.  I  had  had 
a  day  of  great  fatigue,  and  was  very  glad 
to  find  the  supper  prepared  by  the  attentive 
Lucia,  and  to  go  to  bed. 
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LETTER  Y. 

Some,  June  28,  1854. 

My  dear  Brother, — To-day  you  shall  hear 
nothing  of  processions  and  "festas."  I  am 
going  to  take  you  with  me  in  description 
over  a  delightful  expedition  to  some  old 
churches  on  the  Aventine  Hill.  Many  of 
the  visitors  to  Rome  never  see  these  churches; 
they  offer  no  treasures  of  painting  or  archi- 
tecture, and  they  are  out  of  the  way.  They 
are  situated  in  a  part  of  the  city  which  is  not 
generally  visited,  but  to  my  mind  few  things 
are  so  interesting  as  these  holy  old  churches, 
so  quiet  and  solemn. 

Some  time  since  I  went  on  the  Aventine 

with  kind  Miss  S ,  to  whom  I  owe  much 

of  my  enjoyment  in  Rome ;  she  has  taken 
me  so  many  nice  drives,  and  has  given  me 
much  information.  It  was,  however,  in  the 
evening,  and  though  the  views  are  most 
beautiful  at  that  hour,  still  it  is  very  difficult 
to  obtain  admission  then  to  the  churches, 
many  of  the  custodes  not  returning  after 
their  siesta;  so  I  determined  to  go  again 
•some  morning  early.  Mrs.  K and  I  ac- 
cordingly started  before  eight  o'clock.  We 
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walked  down  to  the  Piazza  Colonna,  and 
engaged  a  small  carriage  with,  one  horse. 
"We  took  our  map  and  guide-books  with  us, 
and  made  out  a  list  of  what  we  wanted  to 
see  in  the  proper  order.  We  went  first  to  St. 
Giovanni  alia  Porta  Latina  (St.  John  at  the 
Latin  Gate).  There  is  a  beautiful  campanile, 
or  "bell  tower,"  of  the  middle  ages.  In  the 
church  there  is  very  little  of  interest. 

At  a  little  distance  is  a  small  chapel,  built 
on  the  spot  where  the  apostle  was  put  into 
the  cauldron  of  boiling  oil.  I  have  often 
wished  to  enter  it,  but  have  never  been  able. 
To-day,  however,  a  monk  whom  we  met  in 
the  church  sent  for  a  woman  who  had  the 
key.  It  is  hexagonal,  with  two  small  grated 
windows.  On  the  pavement  a  mark  is 
shown,  where  the  cauldron  is  said  to  have 
stood.  The  walls  are  covered  with  frescoes 
representing  the  history  of  the  apostle  ;  they 
are  not  first-rate  in  point  of  execution,  and 
have  been  much  injured  by  damp  and  time. 

It  is  only  the  tradition  which  makes  this 
little  chapel  interesting.  Some  people  do 
not  believe  the  story  of  the  cauldron  ;  I  do, 
and  liked  to  think  I  was  standing  on  the 
spot  where  St.  John  suffered  martyrdom  in 
"  intention,"  though  not  in  deed,  the  good 
providence  of  God  defeating  the  cruel  pur- 
pose of  the  tyrant.  Close  by  is  the  Latin 
gate,  now  closed  and  walled  up.  Ivy  and 
roses  climb  over  it,  so  that  it  is  a  very  pictu- 
resque object.  Altogether  this  is  a  very 
deserted  spot,  so  different  to  what  it  was 
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formerly,  when  this  was  one  of  the  principal 
entrances  to  imperial  Borne. 

Near  the  baths  of  Caracalla  are  two 
churches,  very  alike  in  outward  appearance, 
which  we  entered.  One  is  •  dedicated  to  St. 
Cesareo,  a  native  of  Terracina,  who  suffered 
martyrdom  rather  than  worship  Apollo.  It 
is  a  very  striking  church ;  the  ambones,  or 
pulpit  and  reading-desk,  are  of  white  marble 
inlaid  with  the  mosaic  called  Byzantine 
work,  and  the  columns  supporting  them  are 
twisted  and  also  mosaic.  The  pavement  is 
very  beautiful.  ]STo  one  whatever  was  in  the 
church ;  a  solitary  lamp  burnt  before  the 
altar.  It  is  richer  in  its  decorations  than 
the  next,  dedicated  to  St.  Nereus  and  Achil- 
les, who  were  officers  of  the  guard  of  Doini- 
tian,  I  believe,  but  am  not  quite  sure.  A 
very  intelligent  Franciscan  monk  showed  us 
over  the  church.  The  mosaics  in  the  apse 
date  from  the  eighth  century.  There  are 
frescoes  representing  the  martyrdoms  of  the 
apostles,  and  another  of  a  council.  Here  we 
saw  the  chair  of  Gregory  the  Great,  upon 
the  back  of  which  is  engraved  a  portion  of 
his  28th  homily.  Nearly  opposite  is  the 
church  of  St.  Sisto,  dedicated  to  one  of  the 
early  popes  Sextus.  This  has  been  entirely 
modernised,  and  is  now  only  an  ugly  white- 
washed church. 

In  a  chapel  the  process  of  fresco-painting 
is  going  on,  which  interested  me  very  much. 
The  artist  is  a  young  Dominican  monk  of 
great  talent ;  he  was  not  working  to-day,  so 
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I  went  in  to  examine  his  work.  He  had  a 
small  group  of  "  lay  figures,"  which  he 
arranged  and  then  painted  on  a  large  scale. 
"We  then  turned  up  over  the  Aventine. 

St.  Prisca  is  a  very  ancient  church,  but 
sadly  spoilt  by  being  modernised.  There  is 
a  crypt,  into  which  we  descended,  and  saw 
the  font  in  which  St.  Peter  was  said  to  have 
baptised  St.  Prisca,  one  of  his  earliest  Roman 
converts.  The  next,  St.  Saba,  is  a  very  old 
church  left  nearly  in  its  original  state.  It  is 
supported  by  curious  old  stone  pillars,  and 
possesses  no  curious  or  beautiful  work ;  still 
I  have  seldom  been  in  a  place  of  worship  so 
solemn  as  this.  To  reach  it  we  went  through 
a  garden  of  roses  ;  these  lovely  flowers  hung 
down  from  trellised  walks,  so  bright  and 
beautiful.  With  a  cloudless  sky,  though  hot, 
there  was  such  a  fresh  breeze  that  it  was  not 
at  all  oppressive. 

The  church  of  St.  Sabina  has  much  more 
pretensions  to  architecture.  It  was  built  in 
423,  in  the  Basilica  shape.  Twenty-four 
beautiful  fluted  columns  of  white  marble 
with  Corinthian  capitals  separate  the  nave 
from  the  aisles ;  the  pavement  is  formed  of 
black  and  white  marble.  In  the  adjoining 
convent  lived  St.  Dominic,  the  founder  of 
the  Inquisition.  In  one  of  the  side  chapels 
is  a  very  small  but  lovely  picture  by  Sasso- 
ferrato,  called  La  Madonna  del  Eosario, 
because  the  child  is  playing  with  a  rosary ;  a 
painter  was  copying  it. 

The  next  church  of  St.  Alessio  has  been 
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modernised.  St.  Alexis  wandered  about  as 
a  beggar-man,  and  returned  to  his  father's 
house  as  such.  He  used  to  lie  under  the 
steps  and  be  fed  with  crusts  from  his  father's 
table,  never  revealing  who  he  was  till  just 
before  his  death.  He  fancied  he  was  pleas- 
ing God  by  leaving  his  home,  entirely  mis- 
taking the  character  of  our  merciful  Father, 
"  who  willeth  mercy,  not  sacrifice."  At  the 
same  time  he  teaches  us  a  lesson,  for  we  are 
sadly  slow  to  forsake  sin  and  dangerous 
indulgences  which  hinder  our  spiritual 
course.  Here  we  saw  the  marble  staircase 
of  the  father's  house,  under  which  lay  a 
statue  of  the  saint.  There  is  a  very  rich 
chapel,  in  which  lies  the  stately  figure  of  a 
cardinal.  The  roof  is  mosaic ;  the  ground 
gold,  with  arabesque  patterns  in  very  bright 
-colours.  This  was  much  injured  by  th< 
cannon-balls  of  the  French ;  it  is  wonderful, 
however,  so  little  damage  was  done  during 
the  late  siege,  except  to  the  villas  and  houses 
at  Porta  St.  Pancrazio,  where  they  entered. 

We  next  bent  our  steps  to  St.  Maria  del 
Prioyato.  We  entered  at  a  gate  which  led  us 
into  a  prettily  arranged  garden  full  of  lovely 
flowers,  formerly  belonging  to  the  Knights  of 
Malta.  There  is  a  very  picturesque  palm- 
tree  here,  a  hundred  years  old.  The  chapel 
must  once  have  been  very  handsome,  but  it 
has  been  quite  spoilt  with  whitewash ;  it 
contains  many  interesting  tombs  of  the 
knights  of  the  order.  Great  preparations 
were  going  on,  and  pieces  of  red  cloth  being 
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cut  up.  On  inquiry  we  found  the  Pope  was- 
expected  to  dinner,  and  perhaps  to  stay  a 
day  or  two  for  the  benefit  of  his  health.. 
Being  women,  we  were  not  allowed  to  go 
into  any  of  the  rooms  except  one,  which 
seemed  a  kind  of  servants'  hall. 

On  leaving  the  chapel  we  walked  on  the 
terrace,  whence  the  view  is  most  exquisite 
over  the  Tiber.  We  saw  ancient  and  modern 
Home.  This  now  desolate  Aventine  was 
once  as  crowded  as  any  part  of  the  city ; 
stately  temples  stood  once  on  the  sites  of 
these  lonely  churches.  Now  malaria  is  said 
to  reign.  But  few  parts  of  Rome  interest 
me  more  than  this  beautiful  lonely  Aventine. 
The  church  of  St.  Balbina  with  its  brick  tower, 
on  an  eminence,  invited  approach,  but  no 
road  seemed  to  lead  to  it.  We  inquired  how 
to  reach  it  from  some  country  people,  wha 
advised  our  leaving  the  carriage  and  crossing 
a  vineyard.  Some  dogs  flew  out  at  us  barking 
violently,  but  we  persevered  and  at  last  reached 
the  door;  a  large  shabby-looking  house,  to 
all  appearance  the  dwelling  of  a  priest,  joined 
up  to  the  church.  We  noticed  that  the 
church  windows  were  fastened  inside  with 
iron  bars.  No  one  came,  though  we  knocked 
as  loudly  as  we  could.  At  last  we  found 
three  men,  who  told  us  it  was  impossible  to 
obtain  admission  without  a  special  order 
from  the  Pope,  as  it  was  now  used  as  an  hos- 
pital for  sick  prisoners.  We  were  both  of 
us  rather  disappointed,  for  it  is  a  very  ancient 
church.  Eomanists  venerate  it  greatly,  as 
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it  is  dedicated  to  the  saint  who  kept  the 
chains  of  St.  Peter.  She  was  daughter  to 
the  Eoman  soldier  who  guarded  the  apostle. 
The  chains  themselves  are  said  to  be  pre- 
served in  St.  Pietro  in  Vincoli. 

Close  under  the  Aventine  is  a  mound  called 
sometimes  the  "  false  Aventine,"  where  are 
the  baths  of  Caracalla.  These  ruins  are  most 
extensive,  and,  after  the  Colosseum,  the 
most  interesting  and  characteristic,  giving 
a  lively  idea  of  the  power  of  the  Romans, 
who  could  erect  such  an  edifice  simply  for  a 
bathing  establishment.  Here  were  found 
many  of  the  most  beautiful  statues  in  the 
various  museums,  among  others  the  cele- 
brated Farnese  bull.  Now  all  is  silence  and 
desolation :  the  grass  grows  high  in  the 
"  Pinacotheca,"  violets  and  the  lovely  wild 
flowers  take  the  place  of  the  mosaic  pave- 
ment illustrating  the  combats  of  gladiators 
(now  preserved  in  the  Lateran  palace),  and 
ivy  and  graceful  climbing  plants  mantle  the 
turrets,  whence  there  is  a  view  over  the 
£5ampagna,  bounded  on  one  side  by  the  Latin, 
Sabine,  and  Alban  hills,  and,  on  the  other,  by 
the  blue  Mediterranean.  Often  have  I  visited 
these  picturesque  ruins — said  to  be  a  mile  in 
circumference — and  each  time  they  strike  me 
more  and  more.  The  rich  red  masses  of 
Roman  brickwork  throw  strong  purple  shades. 
On  one  of  my  visits  here  a  fierce  striped  cat 
rushed  out  ;  I  tried  to  pet  him,  but  he 
was  not  inclined  to  be  fondled.  The  eustode 
.advised  me  to  let  him  alone,  or  I  should  get 
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an  ugly  scratch,  for  the  spirit  of  Caracalla 
was  in  the  beast.  Malaria  reigns  here  dur- 
ing the  summer.  I  have  not  the  fear  that 
Italians  have  for  this  dreaded  pestilence,  but 
certainly  would  not  be  among  these  ruins  on 
a  summer  evening,  for  it  is  not  right  to  run 
wilfully  into  danger.  All  the  region  about 
St.  John  Lateran  and  St.  Maria  Maggiore, 
which  looks  so  clean,  and  bright,  and  open, 
is  said  to  be  most  unwholesome.  I  ought  to 
add  that  Shelley  wrote  his  "  Prometheus 
Unbound  "  among  the  ruins  of  the  baths  of 
Caracalla.  They  were  commenced  A.D.  212, 
and  bear  evident  marks  of  the  decay  of  art, 
for  they  possess  no  architectural  beauties, 
and  owe  their  charm  to  their  massiveness. 

We  then  left  this  quarter  of  the  ancient 
city,  and  turned  homewards. 

Mrs.  K had  never  seen  the  objects  of 

interest  in  the  Eorum  Boarium,  so  we  drove 
there,  left  our  carriage,  and  proceeded  on 
foot  to  explore.  Here  is  the  only  church  in 
Eome  dedicated  to  the  patron  saint  of  Eng- 
land, St.  George.  It  contains  a  great  num- 
ber of  relics :  the  spear  with  which  the  saint 
slew  the  dragon,  the  wing  of  an  angel,  and 
bones  without  number ;  but  I  never  had  the 
least  curiosity  to  see  them.  Just  opposite  is 
a  little  lane,  with  walls  on  each  side,  and 
crossed  with  arches  of  brickwork,  requiring 
a  tall  person  to  stoop,  which  leads  to  a  kind 
of  cistern,  where  women  come  to  wash.  A 
few  steps  further  conducted  us  to  the  arch  of 
the  Cloaca  Maxima.  It  is  composed  of  blocks 
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of  red  volcanic  "  tufa,"  put  together  without 
cement ;  it  is  fourteen  feet  high  and  fourteen 
broad.  This  was  one  of  the  earliest  and  most 
useful  works  in  Bome,  dating  from  the  reign 
of  Servius  Tullus.  Twenty-four  centuries 
have  elapsed  since  this  great  sewer  was 
formed ;  it  is  still  used  for  its  original  pur- 
pose, and  promises  to  last  for  ages  yet  to 
come.  It  debouches  in  the  Tiber  from  a 
similar  arch ;  but  this  can  only  be  seen  when 
the  water  in  the  river  is  very  low.  The 
brickwork,  contrasting  with  the  green  shrubs 
around  this  ancient  arch,  forms  a  very  pic- 
turesque scene.  Close  by  is  the  Tons  Ar- 
gentina, a  tiny  clear  spring,  forming  a  great 
contrast  to  the  turbid,  thick  waters  in  the 
Cloaca.  Here,  according  to  tradition,  Castor 
and  Pollux  gave  their  horses  drink,  after 
announcing  to  the  Romans  the  victory  of  the 
Lake  Eegillus,  which  they  had  been  mainly 
instrumental  in  winning. 

The  arch  of  Janus  was  to  our  left  on 
emerging  from  the  narrow  lane — a  curious 
structure  of  uncertain  date.  It  is  composed 
of  blocks  of  stone,  in  which  are  large  holes 
once  filled  by  iron  cramps,  which  have  been 
stolen.  It  is  wonderful  how  the  buildings 
stand  after  so  much  robbery  and  the  inroads 
of  man— far  more  destructive  than  the  slow 
and  gradual  foot  of  time.  The  small  arch 
built  by  the  company  of  goldsmiths  to  Sep- 
timius  Severus  is  of  a  higher  style  of  archi- 
tecture. I  sketched  one  of  the  bas-reliefs, 
a  bull  brought  for  sacrifice. 
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This  corner  is  full  of  objects  of  deep  in- 
terest, which  I  have  visited  repeatedly.  The 
church  of  St.  Maria  in  Cosmedin,  with  its 
beautiful  columns,  mosaic  floor,  and  marble 
ambones,  stands  on  the  site  of  a  temple  of 
Ceres  and  Proserpine.  It  was  anciently  a 
school  for  Greek.  In  the  porch  is  an  im- 
mense stone  mask,  with  a  large  hole  for  the 
mouth,  which  is  believed  to  close  upon  a 
liar,  whence  the  name  frequently  given  to 
the  church,  "  La  Bocca  di  Verita."  It  is  to 
be  presumed  that  few  modern  Eomans  try 
the  dangerous  mouth.  The  little  temple  of 
Vesta,  now  called  St.  Maria  del  Sole ;  the 
temple  of  Fortuna  Virilis,  one  of  the  most 
perfect  monuments  of  the  republican  times, 
and  now  dedicated  as  a  church  to  St.  Mary 
of  Egypt ;  the  house  inhabited  by  Eienzi ; 
the  Ponte  Eotto ; — it  would  take  too  long  to 
describe  all  these  most  interesting  objects, 
and  in  the  guide-books  you  will  find  better 
accounts  than  I  can  give  of  them. 

Thoroughly  to  enjoy  Eome,  a  person  ought 
to  have  had  a  classical  education,  and  to  be 
thoroughly  acquainted  with  the  early  Eoman 
history ;  a  knowledge  of  Latin,  to  decipher 
the  inscriptions,  is  also  most  advisable.  Then 
it  is  necessary  to  know  well  the  history  of 
the  middle  ages  ;  a  knowledge  of 'painting 
and  sculpture  also  enables  one  to  take  far 
more  interest  in  the  galleries  and  studios.  I 
have  found  that  the  more  highly  educated 
any  one  is,  the  more  they  enjoy  Eome,  which 
possesses  treasures  of  all  kinds.  The  mere 
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.pleasure-seeker  finds  it  dull,  and  prefers  the 
gayer  scenes  of  Naples  and  Florence ;  but  to 
those  who  possess  education,  and  love  to  trace 
the  works  of  past  ages,  Borne  has  a  charm 
not  to  be  found  elsewhere.  The  ruins  of 
Athens  are,  I  believe,  far  more  beautiful  than 
those  of  Eome,  but  Greece  has  only  the  past. 
In  Eome,  ancient,  middle  age,  and  modern 
times  meet,  so  that  all  tastes  may  be  suited. 

The  heat  was  very  great,  so  that  we  were 
glad  to  take  refuge  in  our  rooms  darkened  with 
the  "persiani,"  and  all  the  windows  carefully 
shut.  It  is  a  great  mistake  in  Italy  to  keep 
the  windows  open.  Admit  the  early  morn- 
ing air  if  you  like,  but  close  all  the  out- 
ward shutters  before  the  sun  heats  the  glass, 
and  do  not  ope*n  them  again  till  the  sun's 
rays  have  departed.  By  a  little  care  in  such 
matters  it  is  possible  to  be  very  comfortable 
in  Eome  in  hot  weather. 

Yesterday  (Tuesday)  I  went  to  dine  in  the 
YiaBabuino,  at  three  o'clock,  and  spent  two 
hours  in  very  pleasant  conversation.  Soon 

after  five  Mrs.  "W and  I  went  into  the 

Corso  to  shop. 

At  this  time  of  the  year  the  Eomans  take 
their  siesta.  They  dine  soon  after  "  mezzo 
giorno,"  and  then  shut  up  their  shops  and  go 
to  sleep.  Between  three  and  four  the  shops 
reopen,  and  people  begin  to  come  out.  From 
six  o'clock  till  sunset  the  Corso  is  a  very  gay 
scene,  with  carriages  and  pedestrians  decked 
out  in  their  best :  all  is  bustle  and  animation. 
When  the  "  Ave  Maria "  sounds,  a  great 
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part  return  home,  to  avoid  the  dreaded  sun- 
set. I  am  told  by  a  friend,  who  lives  in  the 
Corso,  that,  in  July  and  August,  the  great 
promenade  takes  place  between  sunset  and 
midnight,  to  avoid  the  heat. 

Any  one  accustomed  to  the  shops  of  Lon- 
don or  Paris  would  find  those  of  Rome  very 
miserable.  They  usually  boast  of  one  window, 
or  perhaps  two  very  small  ones,  one  on  each; 
side  of  the  door.  The  panes  are  small,  and 
not  of  plate  glass,  and  the  goods  exhibited 
are  by  no  means  of  the  first  quality.  I 
should  recommend  visitors  to  Eome  to  bring 
all  they  want  with  them,  for  dress  is  both 
dear  and  bad.  The  Eoman  silk  dresses  and 
scarfs  are  very  beautiful.  The  best  place  for 
them  is  Bianchi's,  in  the  Piazza  Minerva, 
who  charges  moderate  prices,  and  does  not 
reduce  as  many  of  the  shopkeepers  do,  who 
ask  double  what  they  mean  to  take — a  mode 
of  proceeding  very  annoying  to  English 
people.  It  is  necessary  here  to  make  your 
bargain  for  everything  however  small.  After 
Easter,  prices  fall  considerably ;  lodgings 
may  be  had  at  one-third  of  the  winter  prices. 
I  give  now  eight  scudi  per  month  for  what, 
in  winter,  taken  for  a  term  of  six  months, 
fetched  twenty-four  each  month.  Cameos, 
mosaics,  bronzes,  &c.,  may  also  be  had  much 
cheaper.  "With  the  "Forestieri"  the  sale 
of  such  articles  is  over,  and  people  are  glad 
to  dispose  of  what  remains  of  the  winter 
stock  on  low  terms,  rather  than  have  them  on 
their  hands  till  Christmas  brings  purchasers. 
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After  procuring  what  we  wanted  in  the 
Corso,  we  engaged  a  carriage  "by  time,"  at 
three  pauls  the  hour,  and  drove  to  the  Yilla 
Volkonski,  where  I  had  long  wished  to  go. 
"We  passed  along  the  Quattro  Fontane,  and 
by  St.  Maria  Maggiore,  till  we  reached  the 
gate,  not  very  far  from  St.  John  Lateran. 
On  ringing  the  bell,  admission  was  granted ; 
we  entered  on  foot,  and  wandered  for  a  long 
time  in  these  beautiful  grounds.  A  line  of 
aqueduct  runs  through  them,  and  art  has 
taken  advantage  of  all  circumstances.  The 
groves  of  trees,  the  rich  red,  broken  arches 
hung  with  ivy,  the  paths  rising  and  descend- 
ing, the  song  of  nightingales  and  thrushes, 
make  this  a  charming  retreat.  We  followed 
the  right-hand  side,  and  mounted  a  little 
staircase  to  a  point  commanding  a  view  where 
there  were  seats.  Monte  Gennaro  arose 
before  us  tinged  with  the  most  delicate  lilac, 
a  hue  never  seen  in  northern  climates,  and 
which  in  paintings  would  seem  unnatural, 
but  it  is  strictly  true.  The  Alban  Mountains 
were  a  lovely  pale  blue,  and  formed  a  back- 
ground to  Sta.  Croce  in  Gerusalemme,  which 
stood  out,  a  glow  of  sunny  golden  light.  It 
is  not  a  beautiful  building,  but  forms  a  large 
pile  with  the  convent  adjoining,  and  the 
exquisite  colouring  gives  interest  to  every- 
thing. In  the  foreground  were  detached 
arches  of  aqueduct  in  deep  shade,  mingled 
with  cypresses  and  the  graceful  ilex.  I  took 
two  sketches,  and  mean  to  work  at  them 
while  the  rich  colouring  is  fresh  in  my  me- 
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mory.  After  exploring  the  grounds,  we 
returned  on  the  left-hand  side,  where  the 
view  was  of  quite  a  different  character.  Night 
was  advancing,  and  a  rich  dark  purple  cloud 
over  our  heads  was  stealing  down  to  the 
horizon,  which  still  was  of  the  most  intense 
golden  hue,  left  by  the  sun,  now  departed  to 
gladden  other  worlds.  Against  this  back- 
ground of  glory  rose  the  spire  and  two  domes 
of  St.  Maria  Maggiore,  with  the  Colonna 
Yergine,  blue,  dark,  misty,  and  undefined. 
The  foreground  was  lighter.  The  solitary 
grand  stone-pine  rose  from  the  grounds  of 
the  Villa  Altieri,  forming  a  prominent  object ; 
and  still  further  was  the  ruin  of  the  temple 
of  Minerva  Medica,  which  looks  particularly 
well  from  this  point.  But  it  really  is  impos- 
sible to  describe  worthily  the  scene.  We  lin- 
gered long,  in  silence,  but  at  last  the  fear  of 
being  benighted  in  this  lonely  spot  made  us 
retrace  our  steps  to  the  carriage. 

We  returned  home  by  the  Forum.  The 
last  rays  of  the  sun  were  gone,  and  the  Colos- 
seum stood  forth  in  "  frowning  majesty."  I 
was  so  pleased  and  excited,  that  I  felt  really 
ill,  and  was  glad  to  be  at  rest  in  bed  as  soon 
as  I  could.  I  have  never  given  you  such  a 
description  before.  As  I  write  early  this 
morning,  the  glorious  scene  of  last  night  rises 
before  me ;  and  I  wish  to  write  it  down,  and 
shall  be  quite  content  if  my  words  give  you 
a  small  part  of  the  pleasure  the  reality 
afforded  me.  You  will  not  hear  again  for  a 
week ;  the  great  festival  of  St.  Peter's  begins 
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to-day,  and  I  am  anxious  to  see  all  tho- 
roughly, beginning  with  this  evening's  cere- 
monial, of  which  you  shall  have  a  full  account 

TTI    f4iif\   ^-t-u-u^f^. 


in  due  time. 


LETTEE  VI. 

Eome,  July  6th,  1854. 

My  dear  Brother, — To-day  I  begin  the 
account  of  the  feast  of  St.  Peter  and  St.  Paul, 
who  are  joined  together  by  the  church  of 
Eome.  In  our  calendar  it  is  merely  called 
"  St.  Peter's-day."  I  expected  a  friend  to 
call  for  me,  but  as  she  did  not  make  her 
appearance,  I  did  not  like  to  wait,  and  started 
off  to  St.  Peter's  by  myself.  In  London  it 
would  create  surprise  to  see  a  lady  walking 
alone  without  a  bonnet,  with  her  hair  dressed, 
and  a  black  veil  pinned  over  it,  but  here  it 
does  not,  and  I  walked  on  quietly  without 
attracting  any  notice.  I  found  two  sets  of 
seats  prepared  for  the  ladies  in  proper  attire, 
and,  being  the  first  there,  went  into  the  front 
row  of  the  palco,  on  the  right  of  the  baldac- 
chino.  Some  friends  of  mine  came  in  next, 
and  took  places  by  me,  which  was  very  agree- 
able, for  I  do  not  much  like  being  quite  alone, 
and  also  I  knew  they  would  take  me  home 
afterwards. 

At  half-past  six  the  procession  began  of  all 
the  choir,  church  officials,  priests,  canons,  all 
in  their  gayest  dresses.  The  space  between 
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the  baldacchino  and  the  tribune  was  fitted 
up  for  the  "  Cappella  Papale,"  the  Pope's 
throne  being  in  the  centre,  and  the  cardinals' 
seats  at  right  angles  to  it  at  each  side.  The 
Pope  was  carried  in  his  chair,  preceded  by 
the  fans ;  the  cardinals  wore  gay  dresses  and 
their  mitres.  When  all  had  taken  their 
seats,  vespers  began,  and  very  fine  the  music 
was.  The  choir  were  in  a  thing  like  a  large 
gilt  birdcage,  on  our  right  hand,  by  the  sta- 
tue of  St.  Helena.  When  it  was  over,  a 
silver  urn  was  brought  in.  This  I  did  not 
see,  but  heard  of  it  from  an  Augustinian  monk ; 
I  did  see  its  contents — a  piece  of  scarlet 
cloth  unfolded,  and  showing  something  of 
white  wool  folded  up.  This  was  presented  to 
the  Pope,  who  laid  it  on  the  altar,  "  censed  " 
it  with  incense,  and  sprinkled  it  with  holy 
water,  saying  several  prayers,  which  I  could 
not  follow,  nor  could  I  learn  in  what  book 
this  service  was  to  be  found.  The  white 
garment  was  the  "pall,"  a  kind  of  scarf, 
woven  from  the  wool  of  the  lambs  blessed  on 
St.  Agnes'-day.  This  "pall"  is  presented 
by  the  Pope  to  archbishops,  and  is  esteemed 
very  highly.  I  was  told  it  had  two  violet 
crosses  at  the  ends. 

My  friend  Miss  B was  going  to  re- 
main to  see  the  illumination  of  St.  Peter's, 
and  I  determined  to  stay  behind  with  her. 
After  the  service  was  over,  we  went  to  the 
Chapel  of  the  Sacrament.  The  Pope  dis- 
mounts from,  his  chair  at  the  door,  kneels  at 
the  altar,  and  passes  on  foot  through  a 
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private  door  into  his  apartments  in  the 
Vatican.  Upon  the  altar  is  a  "  ciborium," 
or  receptacle  for  the  consecrated  elements, 
shaped  like  the  Holy  Sepulchre  at  Jerusalem. 
"We  then  returned  to  view  the  decorations  of 
St.  Peter's  tomb,  which  were  all  prepared  for 
to-morrow.  Round  the  hundred  lamps  were 
twined  garlands  of  the  most  beautiful  flow- 
ers ;  vases  full  were  placed  on  the  steps  lead- 
ing down,  and  the  ground  where  the  statue  of 
the  Pope  is  was  covered  with  a  carpet  com- 
posed of  flowers  disposed  in  patterns.  All 
the  vases  were  of  highly  chased  gold  or 
silver,  and  it  is  impossible  to  imagine  deco- 
rations richer  or  in  better  taste. 

"We  walked  about  the  church  till  eight 
o'clock,  seeing  the  country  people  flock 
in.  All  kissed  St.  Peter's  toe,  and  then 
knelt  at  the  apostle's  shrine.  The  increasing 
darkness  then  warned  us  to  depart,  and  we 
went  out  to  the  piazza,  looked  about  for 
good  places,  and  took  chairs  near  the  colon- 
nade for  eight  baiocchi  each.  They  were 
beginning  to  put  in  the  "silver"  light,  for 
so  they  call  the  first  illumination.  Oil  lamps 
are  hung,  marking  out  the  lines  of  the  ar- 
chitecture, the  frames  of  the  windows,  the 
ribs  of  the  dome,  &c.  This  is  very  beautiful ; 
the  first  time  I  saw  it,  I  thought  this  was 
all,  and  was  delighted  with  it. 

At  Easter  the  piazza  is  full  of  carriages, 
but  now  the  English  are  gone  there  are  only 
pedestrians.  No  carriages  were  admitted  in 
the  great  square,  and  the  space  was  entirely 
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full  of  chairs.  Round  the  obelisk  in  the 
centre  groups  on  foot  were  collected,  and  it 
was  a  very  pretty  sight  to  watch  them,  and 
to  see  night  gradually  stealing  on.  The  sky 
became  a  deep  dark  blue,  and  the  moon  came 
out.  I  think  it  rather  detracted  from  the 
effect  of  the  illumination,  but  it  added  beau- 
ties of  its  own.  Here  we  were  sitting  in 
thin  dresses,  with  nothing  but  lace  veils  on 
our  heads,  and  neither  of  us  caught  cold. 

Just  before  nine  o'clock  you  could  perceive 
an  agitation,  which  increased  as  the  loud 
tones  of  the  clock  began — first  the  four 
quarters,  then  the  hour.  You  might  have 
heard  a  pin  fall,  the  crowd  was  so  silent. 
There  seemed  a  great  stir  on  St.  Peter's,  a 
painful  effort,  rolling  smoke,  and  on  the 
sixth  stroke  all  was  accomplished,  and  the 
"  golden  light "  with  all  its  richness  burst 
upon  the  sight.  I  never  could  have  believed 
the  instantaneous  effect  without  seeing 
it.  No  words  can  describe  the  scene — the 
sky  so  "  deeply,  darkly,  beautifully  blue  ;  " 
the  young  moon  and  the  stars  showing  their 
pure,  heavenly  light,  so  white  compared  with 
the  artificial ;  the  fountains  playing  like  pure 
spirits,  the  lights  and  the  deep  shades  ren- 
dered more  intense  from  the  contrast  with 
the  excessive  brilliancy ;  then  this  mighty 
church  and  colonnade,  one  blaze  of  fire,  sur- 
mounted by  a  fiery  cross.  The  master  mind 
of  Michael  Angelo  devised  this  illumination. 
The  golden  light  is  formed  by  about  fifteen 
hundred  brasiers,  containing  tow  dipped  in 
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pitch,  which,  throw  a  rich  golden  light,  quite 
different  to  that  of  the  oil  lamps.  There  was 
no  wind  to-night,  so  the  lamps  burned  with- 
out flickering,  which  adds  greatly  to  the 
effect.  The  illumination  lasts  for  about  two 
hours.  We  could  hardly  tear  ourselves 
away,  and  waited  till  the  crowd  had  dis- 
persed, when  we  called  a  carriage,  and  re- 
turned home.  We  had  a  most  beautiful 
drive  through  the  Trastevere. 

Before  separating,  we  fixed  to  start  to- 
gether at  nine  in  the  morning  for  St.  Peter's. 
Do  you  remember  Sir  Walter  Scott's  ballad 
of  the  "  Grey  Brother,"  at  the  end  of  the 
volume  containing  the  "Lay  of  the  Last 
Minstrel "  ? '  From  my  earliest  years  this 
ballad  had  made  the  most  vivid  impression 
upon  me,  and  I  had  always  longed  to  hear 
"  the  Pope  say  the  high,  high  mass  upon  St. 
Peter's  day,"  but  in  those  days  there  seemed 
little  chance  of  my  ever  having  the  oppor- 
tunity. 

We  met  as  we  had  appointed,  and  drove 
down  to  St.  Peter's,  arriving  about  half-past 
nine.  On  this  occasion  tickets  are  not  neces- 
sary, and  all  ladies  dressed  in  black,  with 
veils,  are  admitted  to  the  reserved  seats.  We 
went  to  the  palco  on  the  left-hand  side. 
About  ten  the  procession  began,  and  very 
fine  it  was.  There  were  thirty-three  car- 
dinals, all  in  their  best,  the  "guardia  nobile" 
in  their  full  dress,  and  the  choir  before  the 
Pope  sang  a  beautiful  chorus,  beginning 
"  Ecce  saperdos  magnus."  A  flourish  of 
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trumpets  welcomed  him.  He  dismounted 
from  his  chair,  walked  to  his  throne,  and 
then  commenced  the  service  of  "Tierce," 
which  consists  of  chanted  psalms,  to  which 
no  one  seemed  to  attend — indeed,  the  car- 
dinals were  doing  homage  to  the  Pope  during 
the  greatest  part  of  the  time  it  lasted.  A 
little  before  eleven  the  Pope  went  to  the 
altar,  and  began  the  mass,  assisted  by  Car- 
dinal Antonelli,  for  the  assistant  on  this  day 
is  always  a  cardinal- deacon.  The  Pope  only 
says  mass  three  times  in  the  year — Christ- 
mas, Easter,  and  on  this  occasion.  The 
music  was  not  so  good  as  I  have  often  heard 
it,  but  the  tout  ensemble  was  grand  in  the 
extreme.  It  was  not,  however,  like  religious 
worship,  but  a  gorgeous  pageant.  I  really 
felt  quite  excited — 

"  The  Pope  he  was  saying  the  blessed  mass, 
And  the  people  kneeled  around." 

I  almost  expected,  according  to  the  ballad, 
to  see  him  fail  in  the  consecration — 

"And  when  he  would  the  chalice  rear, 
He  dropped  it  to  the  ground." 

There  stood  close  to  me  a  great  number  of 
monks  of  all  orders,  and  I  half  expected  to 
see  one  rise  and  leave  the  church  on  the 
Pope's  adjuration — 

"  '  Up,  up,  unhappy !  haste,  arise, 

My  adjuration  fear ; 
I  charge  thee  not  to  stop  my  voice, 
Kor  longer  tarry  here.' 
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"  Amid  them  all  a  pilgrim  kneeled, 

In  gown  of  sackcloth  grey ; 
Far  journeying  from  his  native  field, 
He  first  saw  Borne  that  day. 

"  Amid  the  penitential  flock, 

Seemed  none  more  bent  to  pray, 
But  when  the  Holy  Father  spoke, 
He  rose  and  went  his  way." 

No  such  catastrophe,  however,  occurredr 
and  all  went  on  most  prosperously.  When 
the  Pope  elevated  the  host,  the  silver  trum- 
pets placed  in  the  gallery  in  the  dome  were 
sounded.  The  effect  was  overpowering,  and 
many  of  the  ladies  (my  companion  among 
others)  were  sobbing.  The  musicians  began 
a  soft,  low  melody,  gradually  swelling,  and 
dying  away  in  distant  echoes.  I  had  heard 
much  of  these  silver  trumpets,  but  they  far 
surpassed  my  expectations. 

At  that  moment  the  coup  djceil  was 
splendid.  The  bright  rays  of  the  sun  fell 
upon  the  crimson  hangings  and  the  gorgeous 
costumes — the  Swiss  guards  in  their  bright, 
parti- coloured  dress,  the  scarlet  uniform  and 
nodding  plumes  of  the  "  Guardia  Nbbile," 
the  magnificent  gold  plate  and  paraphernalia, 
and  the  venerable,  grey-headed  Pope.  Be- 
hind him  knelt  the  mitred  cardinals,  with  all 
their  attendants.  When  the  trumpets  ceased, 
all  rose  from  their  knees,  and  the  mass  pro- 
ceeded, till  the  "  Ite  missa  est "  gave  the 
signal  that  all  was  over. 

I  cannot  understand  people  being  led  to 
change  their  religion  by  such  a  ceremony,  I 
was  so  painfully  struck  with  the  absence  of 
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true,  heart- stirring  piety.  The  whole  was 
like  the  pomp  and  pageant  of  the  middle 
ages,  in  which  one  was  glad  to  find  a  recogni- 
tion of  religion ;  but  all  so  unreal — like  a 
bright  dream.  I  remained  in  my  place  till 
the  gay  procession  had  swept  past,  and  all 
were  gone,  except  the  lower  orders,  who 
thronged  to  adore  the  shrine. 

Last  night  the  flowers  and  decorations 
seemed  to  me  as  rich  as  possible,  but  to-day 
they  were  much  more  beautiful.  I  was  told 
that  the  mosaic  carpet  of  flowers  was  made 
upon  an  iron  frame,  into  which  the  flowers 
were  stuck.  The  perfume  through  the  church 
was  delicious.  The  most  painful  part  was 
the  statue  of  St.  Peter.  It  was  entirely 
dressed  in  gorgeous  robes  of  scarlet  and  cloth 
of  gold,  with  a  tiara  upon  its  head,  under 
which  peeped  out  the  black  face.  I  do  not 
at  all  believe  the  legend,  that  this  was 
anciently  the  statue  of  Jupiter  Capitolinus. 
It  is  of  a  very  rude  style  of  art,  and  bears 
every  mark  of  Constantino's  age,  when  pro- 
bably some  of  the  bronze  idols,  of  far  superior 
workmanship,  were  melted  down  to  form  this 
and  other  Christian  statues.  It  was  sad  to 
see  the  people  flocking  to  kiss  the  toe  and  rub 
their  heads  underneath  the  foot.  On  Fridays 
in  Lent  I  have  seen  the  Pope  and  all  the 
cardinals  do  likewise,  so  cannot  wonder  at 
these  poor,  deluded  creatures,  without  edu- 
cation, following  the  bad  example  of  their 
superiors. 

We  were  told  that  the  vespers  at  five 
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o'clock  would  be  very  fine,  when  a  "  cappella 
cardinalizia "  would  be  held,  denoting  that 
the  cardinals,  not  the  Pope,  would  be  present. 
I  was,  however,  much  too  tired  to  attend, 
and  obliged  to  keep  quiet  in  order  to  be 
ready  for  the  girandola  in  the  evening.  At 
five  o'clock  I  had  a  message  from  Miss 

B ,  to  say  there  would  be  a  very  fine 

service  at  the  Trinita  dei  Monti,  and  to  in- 
vite me  to  accompany  her.  Accordingly  I 
dressed,  and  went  to  the  Via  Gregoriana. 
The  usual  service  took  place.  The  litany 
did  not  please  me  nearly  so  well  as  that  in 
which  the  male  and  female  voices  alternate, 
but  the  "  Tantum  ergo ''  was  one  of  the  finest 
I  ever  heard,  and  the  Greek  bishop  gave  the 
benediction.  When  the  service  was  over,  we 
walked  up  and  down,  and  sat  on  the  wall 
watching  the  sunset,  and  then  walked  down 
to  the  Piazza  del  Popolo.  The  Pincio  was 
locked,  so  we  had  to  descend  the  steps,  and 
walk  down  the  Via  Babuino,  which  was 
reserved  for  foot  passengers. 

The  American  minister  had  lent  his  suite 
of  apartments  to  a  gentleman  whom  we  knew, 
and  we  were  invited  to  go  and  occupy  seats 
in  the  windows.  This  was  the  very  best 
place  possible,  being  directly  opposite.  On 
the  highest  point  of  the  Pincio  a  framework 
was  erected,  to  be  illuminated,  and  all  the 
way  up  were  preparations,  such  as  wheels, 
spikes,  batteries,  &c.  It  was  a  glorious 
night — very  dark,  and  yet  very  clear — not  a 
.  cloud  was  to  be  seen  on  the  sky.  The  centre 
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of  the  piazza  was  full.  Temporary  galleries 
were  erected  underneath  us,  gay  with  coloured 
awnings,  and  a  band  of  music  at  intervals 
played  very  well. 

About  half-past  nine  the  signal  cannon 
sounded,  and  this  most  brilliant  spectacle 
began.  The  framework  was  the  church  of 
St.  Paul,  which  was  illuminated,  in  imitation 
of  St.  Peter's,  with  silver,  and  then  gold,  and 
afterwards  with  a  rose-coloured  light.  Rockets 
were  thrown  up,  opening  and  displaying  stars 
of  every  hue.  Some  rockets  were  like  wheat 
ears,  which  opened  and  shed  forth  more 
wheat;  others  produced  serpents  and  fiery 
fishes.  To  vary  the  amusement,  little  balloons 
were  sent  up,  and  batteries  were  opened,  mak- 
ing tremendous  noises,  which  were  more  agree- 
able to  the  Italians  than  to  me.  Beautiful  little 
globes  with  coloured  zodiacs  turned  round, 
and  Catharine  wheels  of  all  kinds.  Catar- 
acts of  fire,  which  seemed  to  fall  from  one 
terrace  to  another,  pleased  me  more  than 
anything,  and  really  seemed  "fiery  water" 
falling  with  the  sound  of  cascades.  The 
spectacle  concluded  with  a  great  rush  of 
streams  of  fire,  which  opened  and  sent  forth 
fiery  flowers  of  all  colours — the  real  giran- 
dola,  which  means  a  flower-pot,  I  am  told. 
These  fireworks  are  said  to  be  unrivalled — I 
never  saw  any  in  England  that  could  com- 
pare with  them.  Formerly  they  were  shown 
from  the  Castle  of  St.  Angelo,  where  the  re- 
flection in  the  river  must  have  added  greatly 
to  the  effect ;  but  now  this  castle  is  full  of 
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gunpowder  for  the  French  troops,  and  the 
fireworks  are  removed  to  the  Pincio.  A  very 
large,  pleasant  party  was  collected,  and  re- 
freshments were  handed  about.  We  remained 
talking  till  the  crowd  had  dispersed,  and 
then  walked  home.  "We  saw  St.  Peter's, 
shining  with  the  "  silver"  light,  the  golden 
is  not  kindled  to-night,  being  a  great  addi- 
tional expense.  It  had  been  a  day  of  great 
fatigue  and  excitement,  and  I  fancy  every 
one  was  glad  to  go  home,  as  the  sounds  in 
the  streets  were  hushed  at  an  earlier  hour 
than  usual. 

June  30th,  there  is  a  festa  at  the  church  of 
St.  Paul  without  the  walls.  You  will  recollect 
that  this  rich  Basilica  was  destroyed  by  fire 
about  thirty  years  since  ;  it  has  been  rebuilt 
with  the  greatest  magnificence:  each  time  I 
visit  it,  I  find  something  more  to  admire.  The 
" forest"  of  columns  forming  the  five  aisles 
(forty  of  these  columns  are  of  fine  granite);  the 
exquisite  mosaics  of  the  arch  of  triumph,  dat- 
ing from  the  time  of  Leo  the  Great  in  440  A.D., 
which  were  preserved  in  the  fire  ;  the  beau- 
tiful yellow  au.cl  white  columns  supporting  the 
baldacchino,  which  were  a  present  from  the 
Pasha  of  Egypt,  and  are  composed  of  Egyp- 
tian alabaster;  and  the  medallion  portraits  of 
the  Popes,  258  in  number,  in  bright-coloured 
mosaic  on  gold  grounds; — these  and  many  more 
striking  objects  meet  the  eye.  The  mass  said 
to-day  in  this  Basilica  is  in  honour  of  St. 
Paul.  I  did  not  go,  not  being  equal  to  the 
fatigue.  A  French  lady  of  my  acquaintance 
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went,  and  said  the  service  was  long  and 
interesting,  and  afterwards  luncheon  was 
laid  in  the  convent,  and  all  the  ladies  pre- 
sent in  black  dresses  and  veils  were  in- 
vited to  partake  of  it  with  the  Pope.  There 
were  also  stations  at  the  "  Three  Fountains," 
the  church  built  on  the  spot  where  St.  Paul 
suffered  martyrdom.  His  head  was  cut  off, 
and  made  two  bounds  before  finally  resting. 
According  to  tradition  three  fountains  sprang 
up  at  these  places :  the  monks  say  the  first 
(the  nearest  to  the  body)  is  hot,  the  second 
lukewarm,  and  the  last  cold. 

I  visited  this  spot  in  the  month  of  May 
and  tasted  the  water,  but  could  not  find  out 
much  difference;  the  first  was  rather  warmer 
than  the  others,  but  none  was  cold,  and  the 
water  was  brackish  and  bad:  indeed  this  is  a 
most  unhealthy  spot.  In  the  summer  ma- 
laria is  so  bad  that  the  monks  cannot  stay 
in  the  convent.  About  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
outside  the  gate  of  St.  Paolo  is  a  little  shrine 
built  where  the  two  apostles  parted  to  suffer 
martyrdom;  over  the  door  is  a  bas-relief,  re- 
presenting the  last  embrace  of  these  holy 
men,  and  the  following  touching  inscription, 
supposed  to  be  their  last  farewell: — "In  ques- 
to  luogo  si  separano  S.  Pietro  e  S.  Paolo,  an- 
dando  al  martyrio — Paolo  a  Pietro,  'La  pace 
sia  con  tuo  fundamento  del  la  chiesa,  e  pastore 
di  tutti  li  agnelli  di  Christo ; '  e  Pietro  a  Paolo; 
1  Va  in  pace  predicatore  dei  buoni,  e  guida 
della  salute  dei  giusti.'  "  This  is  taken  from 
the  epistle  of  Dionysius  to  Timotheus. 
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Each  day  in  this  week  there  are  stations  and 
services  in  some  church  connected  with  the 
memory  of  St.  Peter  and  St.  Paul.  Those  in 
the  churches  of  St.  Prassede  and  Pudenziana 
I  did  not  attend,  and  having  already  described 
these  churches  I  will  not  say  more  about  them 
now. 

Sunday  July  3rd  was  a  very  hot  day,, 
and  service  in  the  English  church  was  at 
eight  o'clock  in  the  morning ;  thirty-eight 
people  attended.  On  leaving  church  I  walked 
along  the  Corso  to  "  St.  Maria  in  Yia  Lata," 
built  on  the  site  of  St.  Paul's  "hired  house." 
Mass  had  just  begun  in  the  upper  church, 
which  has  nothing  whatever  to  recommend 
it.  The  columns  are  ugly  painted  wood,  and 
the  decorations  are  tawdry  and  shabby  in  the 
extreme,  rendered  still  more  so  by  hangings 
of  crimson  silk.  A  cardinal  was  present,  but 
all  the  officiating  ministers  were  inattentive, 
and  the  music  execrable.  The  object  of  in- 
terest is  the  crypt,  divided  into  two  parts : 
in  the  outer  is  a  fountain  that  sprang  up  mi- 
raculously to  enable  St.  Paul  to  baptize  his 
new  converts  ;  in  the  inner  was  a  "  confra- 
ternity," or  association  of  men,  dressed  in 
white  calico  with  blue  capes,  who  were 
chanting  psalms. 

I  sat  down  on  a  bench  in  this  most  inter- 
esting spot.  It  seemed  strange  to  see  cut 
chandeliers,  wreaths  and  vases  of  flowers  and 
decorations  in  such  a  dungeon.  My  thoughts 
wandered  from  the  present  to  the  days  of 
the  great  Apostle  of  the  Gentiles  :  from  this- 
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spot  were  written  many  of  those  beautiful 
epistles,  which  have  been  the  consolation  of 
Christians,  and  will  be  till  time  shall  be  no- 
more.  I  see  no  reason  to  doubt  the  authen- 
ticity of  the  tradition  representing  this  spot 
as  hallowed  by  St.  Paul's  presence.  It  is  not 
probable  that  the  Eoman  Christians  would  not 
have  preserved  the  remembrance  of  his  abode. 
I  prayed  earnestly  that  He  who  gave  St.  Paul 
grace  to  "'witness  unto  death,"  would  be  my 
guide  and  comfort  in  the  narrow  and  difficult 
path  before  me.  A  man  at  the  door  received 
offerings  for  the  poor,  and  gave  to  all  who 
put  money  in  the  plate,  a  rude  wood  engraving 
of  St.  Paul.  I  procured  one. 

There  was  no   afternoon  service   in  our 

church,  so  at  five  Miss  D called  for  me 

in  a  carriage,  and  we  went  down  to  St.  Peter's. 
This  day  the  crypt  is  open  to  females.  It  is 
lighted  up,  and  for  two  hours  our  sex  may 
wander  about  at  pleasure,  no  men  but  the 
Swiss  guards  being  admitted.  We  descended 
by  a  little  door  under  the  statue  of  St.  Vero- 
nica. The  first  thing  that  met  my  eye  was 
a  marble  tablet  on  which  was  a  Latin  inscrip- 
tion anathematizing  any  woman  who  entered 
this  crypt,  except  on  the  Sunday  in  the  octave 
of  St.  Peter  and  Paul.  A  permission  from 
the  Pope,  however,  can  be  procured  with  a 
little  trouble,  and  then  women  can  enter  at 
other  times ;  but  then  there  is  no  light  except 
the  torch  of  the  guide,  so  that  this  is  the  best 
opportunity  for  seeing  all  properly.  This  is 
by  far  the  most  ancient  part  of  the  building. 
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In  the  centre  under  the  dome  is  a  small  and 
very  rich  chapel  with  a  magnificent  gold 
altar,  tinder  which  rests  the  body  of  St.  Peter. 
Clouds  of  incense  were  rising,  the  wax  lights 
were  numerous,  the  floor  was  covered  with  a 
soft  Persian  carpet,  and  female  devotees,  with 
black  dresses  and  white  hoods  and  tippets, 
were  on  their  knees  before  the  tomb  of  the 
apostle. 

I  did  not  stay  here  long,  for  the  relics  of 
antiquity  have  more  charms  for  me  than  this 
modern  splendour.  Under  the  nave,  the  an- 
cient mosaic  pavement  remains,  and  there  are 
many  tombs,  that  of  the  English  Pope 
Adrian  IV.  otherwise  Nicholas  Brakespeare : 
and  two  large  chests  contain  the  mortal  re- 
mains of  the  last  three  members  of  the  un- 
fortunate Stuart  family,  all  of  whom  are 
designated  as  kings  of  England.  Catherine 
Queen  of  Cyprus  rests  here,  and  a  curious 
monument  shaped  like  a  dish-cover  marks 
the  resting-place  of  the  heart  of  Christina  of 
Sweden.  Many  of  the  early  Popes  rest  here ; 
their  stone  effigies  lie  on  large  sarcophagi. 

In  the  side  chapels  are  many  mosaics  in 
the  walls.  "  The  Head  of  our  Lord,"  the 
Virgin  and  Child,  the  Dove,  the  Navicella,  or 
Sacred  Bark  of  the  Church,  are  the  favourite 
subjects,  and  the  shape  is  mostly  the  medallion 
with  golden  grounds ;  the  colours  are  still 
wonderfully  bright. 

It  is  curious  to  see  how  every  corner  is 
covered  with  frescoes  and  mosaics ;  into  some 
of  the  chapels  the  light  of  day  enters  through 
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small  grated  windows  at  the  top,  but  every 
part,  even  in  darkness,  is  ornamented,  as  if 
nothing  were  good  enough  for  the  service  of 
the  Lord,  whether  seen  by  mortal  eye  or  not. 

A  very  beautiful  sarcophagus  is  preserved 
here,  belonging  to  a  Christian  praetor;  it  is  of 
white  marble,  with  subjects  from  Bible  his- 
tory on  alto  relievo  upon  it ;  there  is  a  large 
cross  which  stood  upon  the  highest  point  of  old 
St.  Peter's ;  and  fragments  of  curious  inscrip- 
tions, which  interested  me  greatly.  In  short,  I 
was  very  much  pleased  with  all  I  saw,  and 
remained  till  my  companion  was  quite  tired. 

We  left  the  crypt  by  another  staircase, 
debouching  underneath  the  statue  of  St. 
Andrew,  and  were  just  in  time  to  take  places 
in  the  transept  to  hear  vespers.  I  expected 
they  would  be  very  fine,  as  it  was  also  the 
festival  commemorating  the  Visitation  of  the 
Virgin,  but  they  were  not  particularly  good. 

Mr.  C joined  us  at  the  music,  and  we 

had  a  delightful  drive  over  Monte  Mario, 
returning  by  the  Ponte  Molle,  where  the 
great  victory  of  Constantino  over  Maxentius 
took  place,  which  settled  the  fate  of  Borne, 
giving  it  over  to  a  Christian  emperor,  On 
the  left  hand,  as  you  ascend  Monte  Mario,  is 
the  small  chapel  erected  to  mark  the  spot 
where  the  cross  appeared  to  Constantine,  with 
the  inscription — "  In  this  conquer." 

From  my  Diario  I  saw  that  a  service  was 
to  be  held  at  the  Mamertine  prisons,  July 

4th,  and  accordingly  went,  with  Miss  B , 

in  the  afternoon.  Over  them  is  erected  the 
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modern  church  of  "  St.  Joseph  of  the  Carpen- 
ters." The  roof  is  very  fine,  and  there  are 
some  good  paintings  on  wood,  though  not 
first-rate.  A  staircase  from  this  church  com- 
municates with  the  prison.  On  the  massive 
blocks  of  stone  is  this  inscription — "  c.  VIBIVS. 

•C.    F.     RVFINVS.     M.     COCCEJVS.     NERVA     EX     S. 

c,"  recording  the  names  of  the  consuls  by 
whom  these  prisons  were  repaired,  A.D.  23. 
They  date  from  the  days  of  Servius  Tullus, 
the  ancient  name  being  "Tullianum."  In 
Livy  and  Sallust  descriptions  are  given  which 
agree  with  what  may  be  seen  now-a-days. 
On  each  side  are  long  Latin  inscriptions  on 
tablets,  setting  forth  that  "  this  Mamertine 
prison  is  renowned  through  the  whole  world  as 
the  spot  where  St.  Peter  and  St.  Paul  were 
confined  for  nine  months  and  more,  and  bap- 
tized their  gaolers,  Processus  and  Martinianus, 
with  forty-seven  others,  in  a  fountain  which 
sprang  up  miraculously,  and  has  continued 
to  give  water  to  the  present  time." 

We  descended  into  the  most  wretched 
dungeon  you  can  imagine — dark,  damp,  and 
all  the  stones  reeking  with  wet ;  yet  it  is 
drier  this  day  than  any  other,  for  lights  are 
burning,  and  there  is  a  smell  of  incense  rather 
dissipating  the  unwholesome  vapours.  In 
the  centre  of  the  floor  is  the  hole  through 
which  criminals  were  formerly  thrust  into 
the  lower  dungeon.  Now  a  steep  staircase 
leads  into  it,  on  the  side  of  which  is  a  stone 
said  to  have  received  miraculously  the  impres- 
sion of  the  face  of  St.  Peter.  It  is  sad  to  see 
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such  puerile  inventions  in  such  a  place.  The 
lower  dungeon  is  terrible — far  worse  than 
the  upper.  It  is  very  low,  and  the  large 
blocks  of  stone  quite  rough  and  damp.  Here 
is  a  column  to  which,  according  to  the  in- 
scription, the  apostles  were  tied  when  the 
water  sprang  up  miraculously.  I  tasted  the 
water  of  the  fountain,  which  was  very  clear 
and  cold.  In  this  wretched  place  the  apostles 
were  probably  confined.  Oh,  it  was  a  spirit- 
stirring  idea  to  think  of  those  holy  men  in 
this  horrible  dungeon,  yet  cheered  and  sup- 
ported by  the  presence  of  their  Lord,  who 
strengthened  them  to  endure  unto  the  end ! 
From  this  spot  they  issued  together,  accord- 
ing to  tradition,  as  far  as  the  shrine  which 
marks  their  separation,  when  St.  Paul  pro- 
ceeded further  with  the  headsman  and  his 
axe,  and  St.  Peter  with  his  cross  turned  to 
the  site  of  the  present  church  of  St.  Pietro 
in  Montorio,  where  his  cross  was  fixed. 

What  scenes  the  Mamertine  prisons  have 
witnessed  since  the  day  when  the  Roman 
king  ordered,  and  perhaps  presided  at,  their 
construction  !  In  the  days  of  the  republic, 
when  the  long  proud  line  of  the  triumphal 
procession  passed  along  the  Via  Sacra,  it  used 
to  stop  here,  and  the  wretched  captives  led 
in  chains,  to  gratify  the  consul's  pride,  were 
thrown  here  and  soon  despatched.  The 
Numidian  king  Jugurtha,  having  been  led 
along  in  chains,  was  forced  to  enter,  the 
golden  rings  torn  from  his  bleeding  ears, 
and  he  was  thrown  down  the  hole  into  the 
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lower  dungeon,  where  he  was  strangled* 
The  conspirators  in  the  Catiline  plot  here 
met  their  doom.  Often  the  wretched  vic- 
tims were  left  to  die  of  cold  and  famine. 
Oh,  it  is  a  fearful  place !  I  have  seen  no- 
thing in  Eome  which  moved  me  so  power- 
fully. There  were  many  people  praying  in 
both  the  dungeons.  It  was  quite  a  relief 
to  breathe  the  fresh  air  again. 

Nearly  opposite  is  a  church  dedicated  to 
St.  Luke,  which  I  had  long  wanted  to  see. 
Finding  it  open,  we  entered,  and  found  that 
it  contained  many  objects  of  interest,  and 
some  beautiful  statues.  The  crypt,  dedicated 
to  St.  Martina,  is  also  very  well  worth  seeing ; 
and  an  intelligent  custode  explained  all  to  us. 
Here  is  a  slab  from  the  catacombs,  with  an 
inscription  upon  the  builder  of  the  Colosseum, 
who  was  a  Christian  and  martyred.  An  in- 
scription over  the  door  signifies  that  this 
temple  is  now  dedicated  to  the  holy  virgin 
Martina,  the  god  Mars,  who  formerly  owned 
it,  being  driven  out.  The  statue  of  this 
saint  is  very  lovely.  Services  took  place  on 
the  other  days  of  this  week  at  two  other 
churches  connected  with  the  memory  of  St. 
Peter.  One  is  called  St.  Pietro  in  Yincoli, 
where  his  chains  are  preserved  and  exhibited. 
Upon  this  day  I  did  not  go  to  see  them,  but 
very  often  have  I  visited  this  church — one 
of  the  most  striking  in  Eome.  Here  is  the 
"  Moses  "  by  Michael  Angelo,  resembling 
the  heathen  Jupiter  far  more  than  the 
"  meekest  man."  In  the  sacristy  is  Guide's 
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"  Speranza."  It  is  a  small  picture,  but,  to 
iny  mind,  one  of  the  most  beautiful  in  Eome. 
Hope,  heavenly  hope,  is  indeed  the  expres- 
sion of  those  soft  upturned  eyes ;  it  seems 
to  make  one  better — to  raise  one  to  heaven — 
to  gaze  at  it.  The  church  is  very  simple  and 
grand,  with  twenty  ancient  columns  of  the 
Doric  order.  On  the  left  hand  is  an  interest- 
ing bas-relief  of  St.  Peter  and  the  angel. 
The  view  from  the  portico  is  very  lovely,  and 
a  graceful  palm-tree  adds  greatly  to  the  effect 
of  the  landscape. 

The  other  church  is  iu  a  different  part  of 
the  city,  upon  the  ancient  Janiculum,  and 
is  called  St.  Pietro  in  Montorio.  It  is  a 
solemn,  quiet  old  church,  and  the  first  effect 
upon  entering  it  is  very  fine;  the  cherub 
balustrades,  and  the  many  figures  of  angels 
round  the  altar  almost  startle  one.  Passing 
out  by  the  side  door  you  come  to  an  exquisite 
little  circular  chapel,  designed  by  Bramante 
at  the  command  of  Ferdinand  and  Isabella,  to 
mark  the  spot  where  St.  Peter's  cross  stood. 
In  the  centre  a  hole  is  left,  through  which  a 
boy  thrust  down  into  the  earth  a  long  pole  with 
a  shovel  attached,  and  brought  me  up  some 
of  the  soil.  It  was  a  kind  of  sand,  very 
bright  and  sparkling,  and  said  to  contain 
particles  of  gold  dust,  whence  the  name 
Montorio.  The  view  is  very  extensive — 
over  the  whole  city,  with  the  lovely  hills 
round  Tivoli  bounding  the  horizon.  Close 
by  is  the  Aqua  Paolina,  considered  the  finest 
fountain  in  Eome ;  the  water  issues  forth  in 

a 
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three  streams  so  pure,  light,  and  sparkling, 
with  a  rushing  sound,  quite  delightful  and 
refreshing  upon  a  hot  day. 

You  have  now  an  account  of  this  week, 
one  of  the  most  holy  to  a  Eomanist,  and  I 
cannot  see  why  we  should  not  draw  much 
profit  from  dwelling  on  the  characters  of  the 
two  holy  apostles.  How  far  those  who  ob- 
served this  week  have  deviated  from  the 
doctrines  and  practices  of  those  whose  memory 
they  revere,  I  shall  not  enter  upon  now ;  but 
I  strive  always  to  learn  a  lesson  from  all  I 
see,  and  surely  meditation  on  the  life  and 
death  of  these  holy  men  should  inspire  us 
with  holy  zeal  to  follow  their  footsteps,  and 
with  deep  thankfulness  to  Him  who  has  placed 
our  lot  in  far  happier  times. 
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LETTEE  VII. 

Some,  July  15th,  1854. 

My  dear  Brother, — My  time  in  the  Eter- 
nal City  is  now  growing  very  short.  I  have 
been  advised  to  take  the  baths  of  Casciana  in 
Tuscany,  and  have  at  last  succeeded  in  find- 
ing out  exactly  where  they  are,  which  is 
rather  difficult,  for  there  are  three  places  of 
the  same  name,  and  there  are  medicated 
baths  at  two  of  them.  A  Livonian  acquaint- 
ance of  mine,  now  at  Frascati,  was  at  Cas- 
ciana last  year,  and  she  advises  me  to  go 
to  Leghorn,  take  the  railroad  to  Pontedera 
((about  an  hour  and  a-half),  and  then  a  three 
hours'  drive  in  a  little  carriage  will  land  me 
at  the  desired  point.  The  waters  contain 
both  iron  and  sulphur,  and  are  very  useful  in 
some  cases,  but,  being  very  powerful,  must 

not  be  trifled  with.     Mrs.  P ,  my  Naples 

friend,  has  been  ordered  to  take  the  same 
baths,  and  I  have  written  to  her  to  propose 
we  should  go  to  Casciana  together,  and  await 
her  answer  before  making  up  my  plans.  I 
wish  to  go  by  land,  to  see  a  little  of  the 
country,  and  am  inquiring  for  any  desirable 
jpeople  whom  I  could  join:  for  there  are  so 
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few  foreigners  now  in  Rome,  that  it  is  rather 
difficult  to  make  up  a  party  for  Siena,  which 
is  the  point  I  want  to  reach.  In  the  mean 
time  I  am  enjoying  myself  very  much  here. 
I  do  not  suffer  from  heat,  which  is  certainly 
great.  The  thermometer,  in  my  shut-up  and 
darkened  room,  averages  from  83°  to  89°  in 
the  middle  of  the  day,  and  there  is  a  heavy, 
oppressive  feeling  in  the  air,  besides  the 
actual  heat  of  the  sun.  It  is  necessary  to 
be  careful  as  to  diet,  to  take  more  farinaceous 
than  animal  food ;  be  sparing  in  the  use  of 
the  delicious  apricots,  which  abound  now  for 
twopence  a  pound  (small  ones  for  stewing 
only  cost  a  penny),  and  have  recourse  to 
lemonades  and  ices. 

I  should  not  recommend  English  people  to 
remain  in  Rome  in  July.  After  St.  Peter's- 
day,  it  is  better  for  them  to  depart  to  less 
enervating  regions.  Rumours  of  cholera  are 
spread  abroad,  but  it  is  very  difficult  to 
ascertain  the  truth  on  this  point,  for  the 
numbers  of  the  cases  are  magnified  by  fear, 
and  there  are  no  published  authentic  re- 
cords. It  has  been  very  bad  at  Marseilles ; 
and  it  is  expected  in  Italy,  indeed  has 
reached  Milan  and  the  north. 

On  Sunday,  the  9th,  service  in  our  church 
was  at  eight  in  the  morning.  There  were 
twenty -five  people  present ;  only  four  re- 
mained for  the  holy  communion  ;  notice  was 
given  that  the  church  would  not  be  open 
again  till  October.  I  fear  it  will  be  many 
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months  before  I  have  an  opportunity  of 
attending  public  worship  again. 

Miss  D- and  I  have  been  two  lovely 

drives :  the  first  was  to  the  Yilla  Madama, 
on  Monte  Mario;  it  is  a  miserably  shabby 
"  tumble-down  place ;"  the  frescoes  in  the 
bauqueting-hall,  by  Giulio  Komano,  are  very 
much  admired,  and  are  certainly  very  grace- 
ful in  their  outline,  but  they  are  not  inter- 
esting, and  are  perishing  from  damp.  The 
situation  of  the  Yilla,  however,  is  beautiful, 
and  the  view  very  fine.  It  was  a  lovely 
evening,  and  we  left  the  carriage  and  wan- 
dered about  for  a  long  time.  The  lights 
and  shades  on  the  sea-like  plain  of  the  Cam- 
pagna  were  most  beautiful,  and  the  setting 
sun  illumined  the  proud  city  under  our  feet. 
I  gathered  a  nosegay  of  very  pretty  wild 
flowers.  The  Campagna  of  Eome  affords  a 
great  field  for  the  researches  of  the  botanist, 
there  being  five  thousand  different  kinds  of 
wild  flowers  found  upon  it.  Vegetation  is 
now  most  luxuriant,  and  the  ground  is  of  the 
brightest  green,  where  it  is  not  diversified 
with  gay  flowers.  I  am  told  that  there  will 
be  a  great  change  the  next  two  months,  and 
that  the  plain  will  be  burnt  up,  and  show  all 
shades  of  yellow,  orange,  red,  and  purple. 

The  next  evening  we  went  beyond  the 

Ponte  Salara,  a  very  picturesque  bridge  over 

the  Anio.     On  our  left  were  the   mounds 

which  mark  the  spot  where  the  Sabine  city 

^of  Antemnee  once  stood.      This  road  leads 
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to  Castel  Giubilio,  where  I  went  with  a  party, 
May  2nd,  to  see  the  artists'  festival.  The- 
"  castel "  is  a  small,  shabby  modern  building 
on  a  high  point,  where  once  arose  the  citadel 
of  the  famous  city  of  Fidenae,  subdued  by 
conquering  Eome.  No  remains  are  to  be 
found  but  the  tumuli,  which  have  enabled 
the  antiquarians  to  ascertain  the  boundaries 
of  the  city.  On  this  lovely  spot,  with  the 
winding  Anio,  the  distant  hills,  and  extensive 
plains,  the  artists  held  their  fete,  and  sports 
of  various  kinds  went  on :  donkey  races, 
races  in  sacks,  riding  at  the  ring  on  donkeys, 
the  quintain,  &c.,  &c.,  the  victors  being  led 
up  in  triumph  to  a  small  scarlet  tent,  where 
the  prizes,  wreaths  of  laurel,  were  adjudged. 
This  was  the  first  time  the  festival  took  place - 
on  this  site,  hallowed  by  time  and  association. 
Formerly  it  used  to  be  at  the  caves  of  Cer- 
bara.  Few  people  ever  visit  these  caves. 
Last  year  I  was  there  with  Mrs.  and  Miss 

S .     They  are  situated  about  six  miles 

from  Rome. 

We  left  the  city  by  the  Porta  St.  Lorenzo, 
and  went  along  the  Via  Gabina  or  Prsenes- 
tina  for  about  two  miles ;  we  then  turned  into 
a  cross  road,  and  soon  arrived  at  the  "  Lion's 
Mouth,"  a  fountain  below  the  modern  aque- 
duct which  brings  from  the  mountains  the 
water  for  the  fountain  of  Trevi ;  beyond  this 
we  passed  the  picturesque  ruins  of  Gordian's 
Villa,  the  "  Torre  dei  Schiavi,"  and  a  circular 
ruin,  with  vaults  underneath,  supposed  to 
have  been  a  temple  of  Peace,  and  now  made 
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into  a  church.  We  now  left  the  road,  and 
turned  through  a  gate  on  the  left  hand  into 
several  fields,  passing  many  picturesque 
middle-age  buildings,  now  turned  into  butter 
farms ;  the  butter  is  kept  in  holes  under 
ground,  to  which  light  and  air  are  admitted 
by  openings  called  "occhiali."  At  last  we 
reached  our  journey's  end,  left  the  carriage, 
and  explored  the  quarries  whence  the  blocks 
of  travertine  were  taken  to  build  the  Colos- 
seum. 

The  excavations  were  very  well  managed, 
and  pillars  left  to  support  the  roof  of  the 
caves.  The  rich  red  stone  contrasted  so  well 
with  the  verdure  around.  The  hills  (to-day 
of  a  dark  blue — not  lilac)  formed  a  beautiful 
background,  and  all  the  attendant  circum- 
stances of  the  scene  were  so  characteristic 
and  peculiar  to  the  Campagna :  the  flocks  of 
sheep  and  goats,  herds  of  beautiful  grey 
oxen,  with  their  long  horns,  and  mild  gentle 
eyes ;  dark,  scowling  buffaloes,  creeping  lazily 
along,  or  cooling  themselves  in  the  winding 
Anio ;  fierce-looking  shepherds,  with  their 
high-crowned  hats  and  shaggy  skin  cloaks ; 
pyramidal  huts,  looking  like  small  haystacks ; 
ancient  tombs  turned  into  dwellings,  and 
large  wolfish  dogs,  completed  the  picture.  I 
imagined  to  myself  the  time  when  these 
quarries  resounded  with  the  noise  of  the 
pickaxe,  and  crowds  of  captive  Jews  were 
excavating,  at  the  orders  of  their  conquerors, 
the  huge  blocks  to  form  the  Flavian  amphi- 
theatre, which  was  built  by  Vespasian,  A.D. 
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80.  It  was  157  feet  high,  580  long,  and 
1,640  in  circumference.  Here  took  place 
the  shows  of  wild  beasts  and  combats  of  gla- 
diators, in  which  too  often  the  Christian  was 
martyred. 

In  the  year  403,  Salmaco,  a  Christian, 
rose  up,  during  a  combat  of  gladiators,  and 
reproved  the  multitude  for  taking  pleasure  in 
so  cruel  a  sport ;  the  enraged  populace  tore 
him  limb  from  limb.  His  death,  however, 
occasioned  an  edict  the  following  year  prohi- 
biting all  human  combats  for  the  future,  so 
the  last  blood  shed  in  the  Colosseum  was  that 
of  a  Christian.  Eobert  Guiscard,  in  the 
twelfth  century,  cruelly  ruined  this  noble 
building,  and  the  Farhese  palace  afterwards 
was  built  from  its  materials.  In  the  eighth 
century,  our  countryman  Bede,  gave  an  old 
Anglo-Saxon  prophecy:  "Quamdiu  stabit 
Colosseus,  stabit  Eoma ;  quando  cadet  Colos- 
seus  cadet  et  Eoma ;  quando  cadet  Eoma, 
cadet  et  mundus."  This  prophecy  is  be- 
lieved, and  great  pains  are  taken  to  preserve 
the  remains  of  the  Colosseum  ;  buttresses  are 
erected  in  weak  parts,  and  workmen  are  con- 
stantly employed,  to  prevent  further  damage. 

All  this  is  a  great  digression  from  our  quiet 
drive  to  the  Ponte  Salara ;  but  I  am  sure  you 
will  be  interested  to  hear  of  these  quarries, 
which  must  be  my  excuse  for  wandering  off. 

On  the  13th,  a  French  lady  friend  of 
mine  called.  Her  husband  is  one  of  the 
surgeons  to  the  French  troops  here,  and 
I  asked  her  if  it  were  true  that  the  cho- 
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lera  had  broken  out  in  the  French  hospital, 
and  heard  it  was  not.  They  were  in  Algiers 
for  five  years  before  coming  to  Borne,  and 
give  the  most  glowing  account  of  this  African 
capital.  I  have  heard  the  same  from  many 
others,  who  represent  it  as  only  inferior  to 
Paris  for  a  residence ;  there  is  constant  gaiety 
and  stir ;  the  scenery  very  lovely,  the  variety 
of  costume  and  language  very  striking,  and 
the  climate  delicious,  the  heat  being  tem- 
pered by  the  fresh  sea  breezes. 

Madame  Lapere  meditates  a  visit  to 
Algiers  next  spring  to  look  after  a  house 
they  bought  and  have  let  to  an  Italian,  who 
never  pays  his  rent  unless  obliged  to  do  so. 
She  pressed  me  to  accompany  her,  which  I 
should  like  to  do  very  much,  but  cannot 
make  any  plans  for  so  long  beforehand.  I 
~was  very  anxious  before  leaving  Rome  to  go 
into  the  Trastevere,  and,  as  I  could  not  find 
any  one  to  accompany  me,  started  off  alone 
on  a  long  walk  on  the  14th  at  five  o'clock. 
I  crossed  the  Tiber  by  the  Island  of  St.  Bar- 
tolemeo,  having  my  "Murray's  Guide"  and 
a  good  map.  The  first  church  I  visited  was  St. 
John  Chrysogonus ;  it  is  a  quiet  and  solemn 
old  church  in  the  Basilica  form,  built  by 
Constantine.  It  is  supported  by  twenty-two 
very  fine  marble  pillars,  and  two  of  porphyry ; 
the  roof  is  richly  carved  and  gilt ;  and  there 
is  a  large  mosaic  on  a  golden  ground  of  the 
Virgin  and  Child,  with  St.  Chrysogonus  and 
St.  James  standing  one  at  each  side.  In  the 
jpavement  are  many  monumental  slabs  with 
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interesting  inscriptions.     I  copied  several  of" 
them  dating  from  the  sixteenth  century. 

The  next  church,  St.  Maria  dell'  Orto,. 
•was  a  great  contrast.  It  is  highly  decorated 
with  frescoes  and  gilding,  and  is  quite  mo- 
dern. It  contains  thirty-one  pictures  by 
Zuccari ;  many  of  them  are  much  faded. 
This  is  the  burial-place  of  many  of  the  trades 
of  Eome.  Inscriptions  within  rings  on  the 
floor  show  who  lie  beneath  in  the  vault.  On 
one  side  lie  "  i  padroni,  i  garzoni,  le  sorelle 
pizzicaroli"  (cheesemongers);  in  the  same 
way  are  the  gardeners,  millers,  maccaroni 
sellers  (male  and  female),  and  poulterers, 
who  are  exclusively  "female."  Thecustode 
told  me  that  these  various  trades  formed  con- 
fraternities, and  any  member  who  could 
afford  a  leaden  coffin  might  be  buried  here. 
It  is  the  only  thing  of  the  kind  I  have  seen  in 
Italy.  Once  a  beautiful  garden  was  here, 
upon  which  this  church  was  built  in  the  six- 
teenth century. 

I  next  entered  the  church  of  St.  Francesco- 
a  Ripa,  which  contains  nothing  of  especial 
interest,  though  it  is  a  handsome  church.  I 
saw  something  dark  in  a  case  against  the 
wall,  and  upon  nearer  inspection  it  proved  to- 
be  the  skeleton  of  St.  Simplicius.  Bones- 
are  not  at  all  to  my  taste,  and  I  beat  a 
retreat  speedily.  A  garden  with  a  tall 
graceful  palm-tree  adjoined  the  church. 

The  church  of  St.  Maria  is  believed  to 
have  been  the  first  consecrated  in  Eome,  and 
is  most  interesting.  The  curious  pavement, 
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old  granite  columns,  and  beautiful  mosaics 
of  the  12th  century,  all  deserve  careful 
study.  Some  drops  of  St.  Dorothea's  blood, 
and  the  stone  put  round  St.  Gallixtus's  neck 
to  drown  him,  are  shown  here.  Of  the  364 
churches  in  Borne  seventy-two  are  dedicated 
to  Mary.  I  have  seen  about  140,  and  most 
of  the  churches  contain  some  object  of 
interest,  but  I  think  I  have  seen  almost  all 
which  are  worth  seeing.  I  could  not  find 
my  way  to  St.  Cosimato,  so  asked  two  priests, 
who  very  politely  conducted  me  through  a 
large  convent  garden  and  vineyard.  We 
talked  much,  and  they  expressed  great  sur- 
prise at  the  interest  I  took  in  visiting  old 
churches;  also,  that  I  should  dare  to  walk 
alone.  They  asked  particularly  if  I  were 
not  afraid,  and  said  none  of  their  country- 
women would  dare  to  be  alone  in  that 
quarter.  I  saw  nothing  at  all  to  fear.  The 
church  was  closed,  but  my  companions 
directed  me  where  to  find  the  custode,  and 
wished  me  good  evening.  "  A  rivederla" — 
may  we  meet  again — is  the  parting  word  of 
the  Italians. 

St.  Cosimato  is  the  chapel  of  the  Francis- 
can nuns  of  St.  Chiara.  There  are  forty 
sisters  in  the  adjoining  convent,  and  one 
Sunday  morning  I  was  invited  to  attend  and 
see  a  nun  take  the  veil  here,  but  declined,  as 
it  would  interfere  with  our  own  service. 
The  church  is  small,  but  very  beautiful.  It 
is  quite  surprising  to  see  such  frescoes  in  so 
desolate  a  region.  On  the  right  hand  is  a 
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large  oil  portrait  of  St.  Clara,  with  frescoes 
representing  scenes  in  her  life  ;  on  the  oppo- 
site side  is  the  history  of  the  two  medical 
saints,  Cosmo  and  Damiano.  Over  the  altar 
are  others,  especially  one  of  great  merit  hy 
Pinturecchio,  of  the  "Yirgin  and  Child  with 
St.  Francis  and  St.  Clara."  His  pictures  are 
unmistakable,  and,  though  rather  stiff,  have 
much  expression  in  the  countenances.  I 
should  like  to  have  stayed  long,  but  the  two 
priests  warned  me  that  this  district  was  full 
of  malaria,  so  I  left.  A  very  picturesque 
gateway  leads  to  this  church  and  convent ; 
on  one  side  is  an  ancient  column,  and  on 
the  other  a  piece  of  timber  doing  duty  for 
the  column,  which  has  probably  been  stolen. 
I  tried  to  gain  admission  into  two  other  old 
churches,  St.  Bonosa  and  St.  Agatha,  but  in 
vain. 

I  returned  over  the  new  suspension  bridge. 
The  river  was  very  low,  and  I  saw  clearly 
the  arch  of  the  Cloaca  Maxima.  The  view 
on  each  side  was  very  beautiful ;  orange-trees 
with  their  golden  fruit  grew  among  the  old 
buildings.  I  had  often  tried  to  get  into  the 
church  of  St.  Angelo  in  Pescheria,  and 
always  in  vain.  To-day,  however,  there  was 
to  be  a  benediction  and  service  there  in  honour 
of  St.  Symphorosa,  who  suffered  martyrdom 
with  her  seven  sons.  It  is  a  circular  church, 
and  was  built  in  the  eighth  century  among 
the  ruins  of  the  Portico  of  Octavia,  and  at 
first  was  dedicated  to  St.  Paul.  The  door  was 
open,  and  I  entered.  The  rpof  is  of  wood 
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richly  carved.  Bed  and  blue  draperies 
covered  the  walls,  and  the  organ  was  playing 
at  intervals,  between  which  a  priest  read 
several  prayers  in  Italian,  and  eulogies  on 
St.  Symphorosa.  It  would  have  detained 
me  too  long  to  remain  for  the  benediction,  so 
I  got  up  and  went  away  after  a  short  medi- 
tation on  Rienzi,  for  whose  sake  I  came  here. 
In  this  small  church  this  great  man  kept  his 
midnight  watch,  and  meditated  on  the  means 
for  freeing  Rome  from  the  yoke  of  the  barons. 
I  would  not  say  that  he  was  not  partly  actu- 
ated by  ambition,  as  but  few  mortals  are 
capable  of  unmixed,  unselfish  patriotism,  but 
he  was  a  noble  character,  and  with  him 
perished  the  last  hope  for  the  freedom  of 
Rome,  the  rule  of  the  popes  succeeding  to 
that  of  the  barons.  Eather  more  than  five 
centuries  have  elapsed  since  that  lonely 
watch,  so  well  described  by  Bulwer  in  his 
novel  of  "Rienzi." 

Close  to  St.  Angelo  are  the  three  beautiful 
remaining  columns  of  the  Temple  of  Juno, 
within  the  Portico  of  Octavia,  the  modern 
fish-market,  and  the  scene  of  great  bustle  in 
the  morning ;  but  now  the  black  flat  stones 
bore  no  signs  of  "  pesce,"  and  the  market 
was  empty.  I  passed  by  the  entrance  to  the 
Ghetto.  The  gates  by  which  the  unfortunate 
Jews  were  shut  into  their  quarter  at  sunset 
every  evening,  were  removed  at  the  last 
revolution,  and  now  the  Jews  can  go  about 
like  the  other  inhabitants  of  Rome.  Once 
in  the  year  the  Jews  are  obliged  to  be  pre- 
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sent  at  a  service  for  their  conversion.  Just 
outside  the  Ghetto  is  a  church  with  a  rudely 
painted  figure  of  our  Lord  upon  the  cross, 
underneath  which  is  the  following  text  in 
Latin  and  Hebrew — "  I  have  spread  out  my 
hands  all  the  day  unto  a  rebellious  people, 
which  walketh  in  a  way  that  was  not  good, 
after  their  own  thoughts."  (Isaiah  Ixv.  2.) 
It  strikes  me  that  this  is  probably  the  church 
where  the  service  takes  place.  My  sight- 
seeing now  was  over,  as  light  was  failing 
rapidly,  and  it  became  dark  before  I  reached 
home.  I  never  met  with  the  slightest 
annoyance  in  the  streets  of  Rome.  If  I 
asked  for  information  civil  answers  were 
always  given;  otherwise  no  one  addressed 
me,  or  showed  the  least  incivility.  To-day 
I  have  been  extremely  tired  and  glad  to 
stay  in  the  house  reading,  writing,  and 
drawing.  You  shall  hear  again  very  soon, 
when  I  can  tell  you  more  of  my  movements ; 
but  probably  it  will  not  be  from  Home,  as  I 
expect  to  leave  it  very  soon. 
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LETTER  VIII. 

Eome,  July  19,  1854. 

My   dear  Brother,  —  A  letter  from  Mrs. 
has  quite  perplexed  me.     My  offer  of 


accompanying  her  to  Casciana  never  reached 
her,  so  she  went  by  herself.  She  took  a  few 
baths,  but  the  iron  water  was  too  strong  for 
her,  and  she  was  obliged  to  leave  and  go 
T)ack  to  Leghorn.  She  tells  me  that  a  friend 
of  hers  is  there,  whom  I  could  join,  and 
.advises  my  not  being  later  than  the  end  of 
this  month.  There  have  been  two  deaths 
from  cholera  in  Eome,  and  I  am  anxious  to 
get  away  before  the  trouble  of  quarantine 
begins.  I  am  also  very  unwell  myself,  and 
obliged  to  take  great  care.  I  have  been  to 
two  offices  for  carriages,  but  cannot  hear  of 
any  party  with  an  English  lady  starting  for 
Siena,  but  the  bookkeepers  have  promised  to 
let  me  know  should  any  opportunity  for  me 
occur.  Last  Sunday  there  was  no  service  at 
the  English  church,  so  I  read  prayers  and  a 
sermon  at  home  in  the  morning. 

By  the  "  Diario  Eomano  "  I  found  that 
the  "  mission  "  was  to  be  held  during  this 
month  at  St.  Carlo  in  the  Corso.  This  u  mis- 
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sion  "  is  always  going  on,  in  some  church  or 
other,  on  high  festivals  an  hour  before  "  Ave 
Maria."  It  is  conducted  by  the  Jesuits; 
and  I  was  told  that  two  of  them  sit  on  a 
raised  platform ;  one  occupies  the  "room  of 
the  unlearned,"  and  asks  questions,  to  which 
the  other  replies,  and  that  very  interesting 
and  characteristic  traits  of  Italian  character 
were  often  elicited.  Accordingly  I  went  on 
the  evening  of  the  16th.  Several  bands  of 
pupils,  each  headed  by  a  man  bearing  a  cross 
and  attended  by  Jesuits,  entered.  There 
was  a  large  congregation,  especially  of  women 
of  the  lower  classes,  having  coloured  hand- 
kerchiefs over  their  heads.  An  elderly  man 
got  upon  the  platform  and  began  a  litany, 
in  which  the  people  joined.  Whether  it  were 
Latin  or  Italian  I  cannot  say,  as  I  could  not 
distinguish  one  word,  and  the  pronunciation 
and  general  sound  of  the  two  languages  is 
the  same.  Instead  of  the  catechetical  instruc- 
tion I  expected,  a  sermon  followed,  this  same 
elderly  man  preaching  for  half  an  hour.  He 
had  no  text  whatever,  but  began  :  "  You  all 
know  that  this  is  the  festa  of  the  Madonna 
del  Carmine,  the  mother  of  Jesus,  our  '  vero 
bene.' '  He  showed  how  Jesus  was  our 
"  vero  bene,"  how  he  helped  us  in  pro- 
sperity, and  comforted  us  in  adversity,  was 
always  near  at  hand,  would  be  our  stay  in 
the  hour  of  death,  and  our  hope  amid  the 
pains  of  purgatory ;  then  how  we  should 
love  our  "  vero  bene,"  and  afterwards  how 
we  should  fear  him  who  was  to  sinners 
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"  vero  male,"  since,  by  fearing  him,  we  were 
led  to  avoid  sin. 

It  was  a  very  interesting  sermon,  by  far 
the  most  useful  and  practical  I  ever  heard 
from  a  Romanist,  and  one  from  which  a  Pro- 
testant might  really  learn.  It  was  a  pity  pur- 
gatory was  introduced ;  there  was  no  mention 
of  the  intercession  of  Mary  or  the  saints. 
He  concluded  with  a  prayer  to  our  "vero 
bene."  His  language  was  very  simple,  and 
he  spoke  with  deep  earnestness ;  the  audi- 
ence were  most  attentive.  When  he  had 
finished,  he  left  the  platform,  and  a  very  fat 
man,  with  a  bad  countenance,  took  his  place, 
At  least  half  the  congregation  left,  but  as 
others  kept  coming  in,  there  was  still  a  good 
attendance.  I  went  away  very  soon,  for  I 
could  not  listen  to  the  sermon  upon  the  vir- 
tues of  Maria,  and  the  necessity  of  invoking 
her,  delivered  in  a  very  ranting  style.  It  is 
a  very  good  lesson  in  Italian  to  attend  one 
of  these  sermons,  for  the  language  is  collo- 
quial, and  the  words  and  expressions  used 
such  as  are  employed  in  every- day  life. 

I  had  intended  to  go  to  the  Trinita  dei 

Monti,  but  went  in  to  Miss  D ,  whom  I 

found  ill,  so  I  remained  with  her  till  dusk. 
She  is  going  to  spend  the  summer  at  Albano? 
and  wants  me  to  be  her  companion,  but  this 
I  do  not  like.  It  is  better  for  English  con- 
stitutions to  have  a  more  decided  change  of 
climate,  for  though  Albano  is  more  healthy 
than  Eome,  still  there  is  much  fever  there 
during  the  summer.  This  year  especially  I 

H 
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would  not  stay,  for  the  cholera  is  coming,  if 
not  actually  here,  and  at  this  season  may  be 
expected  to  commit  great  ravages.  Its  last 
visitation  here  was  frightful.  I  am  very 
anxious  to  leave  as  soon  as  I  can  comfort- 
ably, but  it  is  not  very  easy  for  ladies  to  start 
off  in  this  land,  where  there  are  no  railroads, 
nor  conveniences  for  travelling. 

Wednesday,  26th. 

At  last  my  plans  are  all  fixed,  and  I  ex- 
pect to  start  to-morrow  morning.  Last 

Thursday  Mr.  H sent  to  tell  me  that 

some  friends  of  his  were  going  to  start  at 
night  for  Civita  Vecchia,  and  would  be  very 
glad  to  take  charge  of  me  to  Leghorn.  I 
could  not  be  ready  in  time,  not  having  taken 
out  my  passport  nor  begun  to  pack  up,  so  I 
was  obliged  to  decline  the  offer. 

The  next  morning  came  my  old  nurse, 
Catarina  Ascelli,  to  say  she  was  meaning  to 
start  next  Wednesday  (to-day)  to  Genoa,  to 
visit  her  family,  and  would  be  happy  to  be 
of  any  use  to  me,  so  I  thought  I  would  go 
as  far  as  Leghorn  at  the  same  time.  I  went 
off  to  the  police  at  Monte  Citorio,  gave  up 
the  "  carta  di  sicurezza,"  or  permission  to 
reside  in  Rome,  which  all  strangers  are 
obliged  to  procure  at  a  cost  of  six  pauls 
(2s.  8d.),  and  received  my  passport,  which  I 
took  to  the  English  consulate  to  be  vised. 
There  I  heard  that  the  cholera  had  broken 
out  in  Malta,  and  it  was  probable  from  day 
to  day  that  the  French  steamers  between 
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Malta  and  Marseilles  would  not  be  permitted 
to  enter  the  Italian  ports  without  quarantine. 

On  Saturday  I  went  to  the  Tuscan  minis- 
ter, Piazza  di  Firenze,  and  then  back  to  the 
Eoman  police  ;  at  both  places  I  met  with  the 
greatest  civility,  and  had  my  passport  put  in 
order  without  troubling  any  one,  or  employ- 
ing a  commissioner.  In  the  afternoon  there 
was  heavy  rain  and  a  little  thunder.  On 
Sunday  morning  my  friend  the  French  sur- 
geon called  upon  me ;  he  says  there  are 
four  cases  of  cholera  in  the  French  hospital 
here,  one  of  which  has  terminated  fatally, 
.and  that  the  complaint  is  at  Naples. 

In  the  evening  I  went  again  to  the  "  mis- 
sion," and  heard  the  same  elderly  priest 
again.  He  preached  without  a  text,  begin- 
ning, "  My  dear  friends,  I  am  going  to  de- 
scribe to  you  to-day  the  signs  of  a  bad  con- 
science ;  when  I  have  done  this,  I  shall  gi\re 
you  directions  how  to  mend  it."  He  sat 
down,  and  talked  rather  than  preached.  His 
style  was  very  familiar,  and  he  told  many 
anecdotes  illustrative  of  a  bad  conscience ; 
he  followed  deeply  the  workings  of  sin,  and 
said  much  that  was  most  admirable  ;  indeed 
I  liked  the  whole  of  the  first  part  of  the  dis- 
course. The  second,  however,  was  not  at  all 
to  my  mind.  Among  the  means  of  "mend- 
ing," were  confession  to  the  priest,  faithful 
performance  of  the  penances  enjoined,  and 
prayer  to  Mary  and  the  saints.  Oh,  it  was 
sad  to  sit  and  hear  the  poor  people,  who 
were  listening  with  such  attention,  directed 
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to  so  many  broken  reeds,  instead  of  to  the 
Lord  Jesus,  the  refuge  for  sinners,  whose 
atonement  certainly  was  set  forth  by  the 
Jesuit  as  the  cause  of  our  acceptance ;  but 
such  a  mass  of  "hay  and  stubble"  was 
built  up,  as  to  obscure  the  foundation. 

I  did  not  stay  for  the  second  sermon,  but 
went  straight  to  the  Trinita.  The  nuns  sang 
very  sweetly,  and  there  was  the  beautiful 

alternate  litany.     I  found  Miss  D ,  and 

we  walked  on  the  Pincio,  watching  the  sun 
set.  How  true  Mrs.  Hemans'  lines  are — 

"Home,  thine  imperial  brow  shall  never  rise. 
"What  hast  thou  left  thee  now  ?  Thou  hast  thy  skies, 
Thou  hast  the  sunset's  glow,  Rome,  for  thy  dower, 
Flushing  dark  cypress  bough,  temple,  and  tower." 

I  do  not  know  if  there  be  some  latent  pro- 
perty in  the  stone  of  which  Eome  is  built,  or 
if  it  is  only  the  rays  of  the  setting  sun  which 
occasion  the  rich  golden  hue  visible  here  in 
the  summer.  I  have  seen  as  bright,  indeed 
brighter,  skies  in  Sicily  and  Naples,  but  no- 
where such  glowing  buildings,  such  a  flood 
of  light. 

On  Monday  I  found  it  wras  quite  true  that 
the  cholera  had  broken  out  with  fury  in 
Naples,  that  the  diligence  had  ceased  to 
run  from  Eome  thither,  and  that  it  was 
believed  all  vessels  leaving  Naples  would  be 
put  into  quarantine  at  Leghorn;  whether 
they  were  or  not  at  Civita  Yecchia  was  not 
known.  All  was  confusion:  people  anxious 
to  leave  Eome,  and  yet  not  knowing  where 
they  should  go,  nor  how.  I  determined  at 
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once  that  I  must  not  go  by  sea  as  I  had 
planned  on  Wednesday,  for  I  did  not  wish 
for  a  week  in  the  lazaretto  at  Leghorn.  I 
went  to  the  Piazza  Stelletta  and  found  a  party 
were  starting  on  Thursday  morning  for  Peru- 
gia, a  very  healthy  city,  whence  I  could 
easily  cross  to  Siena.  I  asked  for  their 
names,  and  sent  to  a  friend  likely  to  know 
them,  to  inquire  about  them,  and  to  introduce 
me  to  them  if  likely  to  be  pleasant  com- 
panions. 

On  my  return  home,  I  found  a  letter  from 

Mrs.  P ,  saying  the  cholera  had  broken 

out  at  Leghorn,  and  was  so  fatal  that  she 
had  fled  to  Siena,  and  hoped  I  would  join  her 
there. 

On  Tuesday  I  heard  a  very  good  report 
of  the  family  going  to  Perugia,  and  signed 
the  agreement  to  take  a  place  in  the  carriage 
with  them.  When  you  travel  vetturino,  you 
sign  a  paper  upon  which  is  written  down 
how  many  days  the  journey  is  to  last,  how 
many  meals  a  day  you  are  to  have,  bed, 
linen,  lights,  and  all  that  is  necessary;  that 
the  expenses  of  extra  horses,  barriers,  &c.,  are 
to  be  borne  by  the  vetturino ;  and  tjbat,  if 
satisfied,  you  will  at  the  end  give  a  "  buona 
mano,"  or  present.  Half  the  money  is  paid 
upon  starting,  and  the  remainder  upon  ar- 
riving at  your  destination. 

English  people  in  general  pay  heavily,  but 
now  I  am  going  as  an  Italian  and  pay  ac- 
cordingly. I  give  six  dollars  in  silver  (about 
27s.).  We  are  to  be  three  days  en  route, 
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and  two  nights.  I  am  to  have  the  best 
place  in  a  good  carriage  with  four  horses  ;  a 
separate  bedroom  "con  tutto  1'occurrente,"  at 
Civita  Castellana  and  Spoleto,  and  two  din- 
ners. The  distance  is  about  140  miles.  It 
is  a  great  relief  to  me  that  all  is  settled. 

Miss  D prophesies  all  kinds  of  troubles 

and  annoyances,  but  I  hope  for  the  best.  I 
do  not  take  any  step  without  prayer  for  gui- 
dance and  much  consideration.  This  family 
are  said  to  be  such  nice  people,  that  I  have 
no  doubt  but  that  the  journey  will  be  very 
pleasant,  and  when  at  Perugia,  I  am  within 

a  few  hours  of  Mrs.  P at  Siena.    I  have 

been  very  busy  all  day  packing  up,  have 
paid  two  farewell  visits,  and  written  several 
letters.  I  shall  take  this  with  me  to  Perugia, 
and  despatch  it  with  an  account  of  the  jour- 
ney. This  evening  the  thermometer  is  at 
88°,  and  there  have  been  four  cases  of  cholera 
among  the  Italians  near  the  Ghetto,  so  it  is 
quite  time  to  take  my  departure. 

Spoleto,  July  28,  1854. 

You  will  be  glad  to  see  that  I  am  no  longer 
in  Eome.  "We  were  to  have  started  at  four 
o'clock,  but  the  carriage  did  not  come  till 
five.  I  was  the  last  person  to  be  taken  up, 
and  did  not  long  detain  them.  We  went 
down  the  Corso  and  left  the  Eternal  City  by 
the  Porta  del  Popolo,  where  we  were  detained 
a  few  minutes  for  the  passports  to  be  ex- 
amined. The  piazza  was  so  lovely  in  the 
early  morning,  and  flocks  of  goats  were  ga- 
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therccl  together  to  be  milked.  Much  as  I 
wanted  to  leave  Rome,  yet  when  the  time 
came  I  felt  sorry,  for  I  know  not  when  I  shall 
see  it  again.  About  eight  miles  from  Rome  on 
the  left  hand  is  a  monument  called  the  tomb 
of  Nero ;  opposite  to  this  is  the  turn  down  to 
Veii,  where  I  have  been.  The  road  was  very 
uninteresting,  and  as  the  sun  rose  it  became 
very  hot  and  dusty,  and  we  went  veiy  slowly 
till  half-past  ten,  when  we  reached  our  halt- 
ing-place Baccano.  This  is  a  large  but 
miserable  inn,  with  out-buildings  around  it. 
Six  other  carriages  stood  at  the  door,  and  in 
dirty  rooms  sat  their  inhabitants,  taking  a 
collation.  I  was  too  tired  to  eat,  and  lay 
down  on  a  bed,  but,  alas  !  got  no  repose  for 
the  myriads  of  fleas.  It  was  impossible  to 
sit  out  of  doors  in  the  burning  sun,  so  I  waited 
as  patiently  as  I  could  till  two  o'clock,  when 
the  horses  were  rested,  and  we  left  this 
miserable  place,  where  both  the  air  and  water 
are  very  bad. 

Beyond  Monte  Rosi  the  road  to  Siena 
turns  off  from  that  to  Foligno,  by  which  we 
were  to  travel,  and  the  country  was  less  bare 
and  ugly.  There  was  so  little  to  see  that  I 
amused  myself  in  conversing  with  my  com- 
panions. Signer  Francesco  C had  en- 
gaged three  places,  for  himself,  his  wife,  and 
three  children.  A  captain  in  the  Papal 
troops,  and  a  middle-aged  respectable  Italian 
of  the  middle  rank  of  life,  and  myself,  consti- 
tuted the  party.  These  carriages  consist  of 
two  large  seats  in  the  interior,  and  another 
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outside  under  the  cover  of  the  hood,  which 
in  fine  weather  is  much  the  pleasantest  place. 
Here  sat  the  two  gentlemen.  Donna  Anna 

C and  I  had  the  best  places,  and  between 

us  sat  the  little  Annunciata,  a  pretty  little 
black-eyed  child,  five  years  old ;  her  brothers, 
Luigi,  aged  nine,  and  Camillo,  seven,  sat  oppo- 
site with  Donna  Maria,  who  was  a  very 
obliging,  well,  behaved  person;  she  had  a 
house  in  Borne  near  Trevi,  and  was  going  to 
visit  a  sister  near  Foligno. 

Signer  C was  in  the  Eoman  exchange, 

a  merchant  in  good  circumstances.  His 
family  lived  at  Perugia,  and  every  two  years 
or  so,  he  was  in  the  habit  of  going  to  visit 
them.  He  had  taken  fright  at  the  cholera, 
and  they  were  all  going  now  to  be  absent 
for  two  months.  They  dwelt  much  upon  the 
good  air  of  Perugia. 

Donna  Anna  was  the  daughter  of  an 
officer,  who  had  served  under  Bonaparte  at 
Marengo.  She  was  very  handsome ;  good 
features,  a  clear  pale  complexion,  and  fine 
figure,  marking  her  as  a  Eoman.  She  was 
married  when  twenty-two,  having  been  en- 
gaged for  many  years.  She  seemed  to  have 
but  little  education ;  she  had  learnt  French, 
but  could  not  speak  it,  and  said  she  began 
music,  but  had  to  give  it  up,  as  her  father 
was  never  stationary  long  in  one  place,  when 
with  the  army.  She  was  very  intelligent, 
and  most  pleasing  in  her  manners. 

"We  were  now  approaching  Mont'  Oreste, 
the  ancient  Soracte,  which  rises  from  the 
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plain,  a  mass  of  limestone,  projecting 
from  underneath  the  "tufa"  of  the  Cam- 
pagna.  It  is  2,000  feet  above  the  level  of 
the  sea;  one  side  is  very  rugged,  but  there 
are  vineyards  on  the  lower  part,  and  on 
nearly  the  highest  point  stands  a  convent, 
•where  the  owners  of  the  vineyards  dwell. 
Soracte  is  a  most  picturesque  mountain,  and 
I  do  not  wonder  at  Horace's  admiration  of  it. 
I  have  seen  it  "  white  with  snow;"  at  a  dis- 
tance, in  summer,  it  looks  quite  green. 

The  city  of  Civita  Castellana  is  situated 
in  the  plain  about  six  miles  from  the  base  of 
the  mountain.  We  arrived  at  half-past  five, 
and  drove  to  the  principal  hotel,  where  we 
.established  ourselves  for  the  night.  A  very 
bad  dinner  was  soon  served  up  to  the  guests, 
who  had  arrived  in  four  carriages,  and  much 
pleasant  conversation  went  on.  I  talked  to 
our  officer — a  very  intelligent  man,  on  his  way 
to  the  great  fair  at  Senigallia,  on  the  Adriatic. 

As  soon  as  the  dinner  was  over,  I  went  out 
to  explore  the  town.  I  went  first  to  the 
•"  Duomo,"  or  Cathedral.  The  crypt  is  very 
interesting,  of  the  pointed  Norman  style, 
dating  from  the  year  1210,  with  beautiful 
twisted  columns  and  mosaics.  Here  was  a 
choir  with  stone  seats,  and  I  was  told  a  coun- 
cil had  been  held  here.  It  was  growing  dusk, 
so  that  the  custode  produced  torches.  I  then 
went  outside  the  city  to  the  bridge  (or  via- 
duct) over  a  ravine  by  which  we  had  entered. 
Here  I  sat  down  a  long  time,  enjoying  the  beau- 
tiful scenery,  and  thinking  over  the  past. 
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The  proud  city  of  Falerii  formerly  stood 
on  this  spot,  and  at  a  short  distance,  I  am 
told,  there  are  considerable  remains.  This 
also  was  an  Etruscan  city,  and  there  are  many 
tombs  which  I  should  like  to  explore.  The 
city  is  walled;  the  bridge  upon  which  I  sat 
was  built  in  1712,  and  is  a  magnificent  piece 
of  work,  spanning  the  ravine,  on  both  sides 
of  which  rise  rocks  pierced  with  tombs. 

It  was  a  glorious  evening,  the  sky  was 
a  rich  blue,  and  the  young  moon  two  days 
old,  and  the  evening  stars  shed  their  soft  light. 
The  city  rose  up  from  its  walls ;  above  a 
cypress  grove  towered  the  cathedral.  Mont' 
Oreste  looked  beautiful,  and  round  it  played 
bright  summer  lightning.  I  regretted  much 
leaving  this  scene  for  the  inn,  but  it  was  ne- 
cessary to  return.  I  had  a  room  looking  to- 
wards the  piazza,  and  all  night  the  process 
of  loading  wine  carts  went  on  under  my  win- 
dow, so  that  I  never  went  to  sleep,  and  was 
not  sony  when  the  waiter  came  to  call  us  at 
a  quarter  before  three.  In  an  hour  we  met 
in  a  large  parlour.  My  companions  were 
taking  strong  "  cafe  nero,"  without  milk  or 
bread.  Italians  always  begin  their  day  in 
this  way,  and  never  eat  anything  till  after 
ten  o'clock.  This  did  not  suit  me  at  all,  but 
I  could  not  drink  coffee  without  milk,  so  I 
contented  myself  with  a  glass  of  sugar  and 
water  flavoured  with  orange  flowers,  and 
when  in  the  carriage  ate  some  bread  and 
potted  beef,  which  I  had  had  made  in  Eome. 

Before  four  o'clock  we  had  left  Civita  Gas- 
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tellana,  and  most  beautiful  the  scenery  was, 
as  we  descended  into  the  valley  of  the  Tiber, 
which  we  crossed  by  the  handsome  Ponte 
Felice,  uniting  Umbria  with  Etruria.  There 
is  a  little  steamer  from  Eome  which  comes 
up  to  this  bridge  once  or  twice  a  week.  We 
soon  passed  Otricoli,  now  a  poor  place,  but 
anciently  a  proud  TJmbrian  city,  the  first 
which  voluntarily  submitted  to  Eome.  The 
scenery  was  most  lovely :  steep  hills  clothed 
with  woods,  the  river  winding  through  fertile 
plains,  where  herds  of  fine  cattle  fed.  Moun- 
tain after  mountain  rose  in  the  distance 
crowned  with  cities,  illumined  with  the  bright 
morning  sun.  When  we  lost  the  Tiber,  the 
£Tar  came  into  sight ;  it  is  a  dirty,  muddy 
stream.  I  was  very  sorry  to  pass  at  full 
gallop  through  Narni:  it  looked  so  pictu- 
resque, perched  on  a  steep  cliff,  with  its  Nor- 
man towers. 

Donna  Anna  went  outside,  and  her  hus- 
band took  her  place.  He  drew  very  well, 
and  had  a  great  love  for  beautiful  scenery, 
inherited  from  his  father,  who  is  a  landscape 
painter  at  Perugia.  He  directed  my  atten- 
tion to  the  various  points  of  interest,  and 
seemed  enraptured  with  his  native  land.  My 
admiration  quite  satisfied  him,  and  he  was 
most  polite.  It  was  very  nice  to  see  his  love 
for  his  little  children,  particularly  "  la  pupa," 
as  he  called  the  little  girl.  The  family  was 
so  domestic,  the  father  and  mother  wrapped 
up  in  each  other  and  the  children,  affording 
a  picture  of  domestic  felicity  not  so  rare  in 
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Italy  as  is  generally  supposed.  The  Roman 
women  make  far  "better  wives  and  mothers 
than  the  Neapolitans.  Donna  Anna  liked  to 
go  to  balls  and  the  theatre,  but  she  said  she 
never  left  the  house  till  her  children  were 
asleep,  as  she  would  not  trust  them  to  ser- 
vants, and  then  she  went  out  to  amuse  her 
husband,  wearied  with  his  day's  work ;  and 
to  chaperone  her  young  sister,  betrothed  to 
her  husband's  youngest  brother.  The  boys 
were  sharp  little  fellows,  particularly  the 
eldest;  rather  troublesome  in  jumping  on 
my  toes,  but  always  apologising  when  I 
remonstrated.  "  La  pupa  "  took  off  her  bon- 
net, put  her  mother's  veil  over  her  head, 
played  with  her  fan,  and  sang  herself  to 
sleep.  She  was  a  sweet  child,  so  graceful  in 
all  her  movements,  and  so  extremely  obedi- 
ent and  good,  never  impatient  or  troublesome, 
as  Camillo  was  occasionally. 

At  eleven  o'clock  we  drove  to  the  inn  at 
Terni.  The  celebrated  falls  are  at  some  dis- 
tance. I  was  ordering  a  carriage  to  take  me 
there,  when  our  vetturino  declared  he  could 
not  wait,  that  it  would  take  me  four  hours 
to  see  the  falls,  and  he  should  start  in  three. 
In  vain  I  expostulated,  and  told  him  the 
book-keeper  in  Rome  had  promised  me  to 
see  the  falls  ;  unluckily  it  was  not  down  in 
the  agreement,  and  Maturello,  the  driver, 
was  bound  by  no  promises,  and  said  he 
should  go  off  without  me,  so  I  had  to  give 
way.  Though  much  disappointed,  still  I 
felt  it  would  have  been  most  imprudent  to 
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risk  a  four  hours'  extra  drive  in  the  burning 
sun,  for  I  had  never  been  to  sleep  all  night, 
and  felt  ill  and  feverish;  so  I  ordered  a 
breakfast,  and  was  greatly  refreshed  by  some 
soup  and  an  omelette.  Then  I  went  out,  to 
see  what  was  to  be  seen  in  the  town.  First 
to  the  Duomo,  where  I  found  some  rich  mar- 
bles, and  a  very  old  picture  of  the  Circum- 
cision by  some  unknown  painter,  and  another 
of  the  Assumption  by  Titian.  A  priest  came 
up  to  me,  and  upon  my  asking  about  the 
antiquities  of  the  place,  he  called  a  guide  to 
accompany  me. 

I  saw  first  a  circular  temple  of  the  sun, 
round  which  is  built  the  modern  church  of 
St.  Salvador ;  then  an  amphitheatre,  but  it 
was  small.  The  town  itself  is  very  clean, 
but  possesses  no  fine  buildings.  The  public 
promenade  is  pretty ;  mountains  rise  around 
on  all  sides.  The  sun  drove  me  back  to 
the  inn,  where  I  got  a  little  sleep,  and  was 
much  better  at  half-past  two,  when  summoned 
to  the  carriage.  Our  first  stage  was  over  a 
fertile  plain.  A  mile  after  "  la  Strettura," 
we  began  the  ascent  of  Monte  Somma,  3,738 
feet  above  the  level  of  the  sea.  The  road 
wound  gradually,  and  took  five  miles  to 
reach  the  top,  but  still  it  was  in  parts  very 
steep,  and  we  had  two  fine  oxen  harnessed 
in  front  of  our  four  horses.  It  was  most 
beautiful.  The  whole  mountain  was  clothed 
with  ilex  and  chesnut  trees,  and  the  peeps 
of  distance  varied  every  moment,  each  more 
beautiful  than  the  last.  The  only  drawback 
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to  our  pleasure  were  the  beggars,  who  came 
in  troops,  offering  baskets  of  sour  plums  and 
flowers  for  sale. 

"When  arrived  at  the  highest  point,  we  had 
a  very  extensive  panoramic  view  ;  a  descent 
quite  as  steep,  but  not  so  long,  brought  us 
to  a  plain.  "We  reached  Spoleto  at  half-past 
eight,  in  a  storm  of  thunder  and  lightning, 
so  that  it  was  impossible  to  explore ;  we 
therefore  took  our  dinner,  and  went  to  bed, 
after  a  very  long  and  fatiguing  day — having 
been  in  the  carriage  above  twelve  hours. 
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LETTER  IX. 

Perugia,  Aug.  2nd,  1854. 

My  dear  Brother, — I  must  begin  my  letter 
to-day  where  the  last  stopped,  at  Spoleto. 
Innkeepers  do  not  bestow  their  best  chambers 
upon  vetturini  travellers,  but  I  was  so  tired, 
that  I  did  not  care  for  the  want  of  elegance 
in  my  room,  and  slept  till  called  at  half-past 
four.  I  should  like  to  have  walked  about 
Spoleto,  but  this  was  impossible,  as  we  were 
off  soon  after  five ;  the  road  again  most  beau- 
tiful— indeed,  so  it  is  the  whole  way  from 
Civita  Castellana  to  Perugia.  At  a  village 
called  Le  Vene,  we  saw  the  source  of  the 
Clitumnus,  and  at  a  little  distance  passed 
the  small  chapel,  said  by  Pliny  to  be  dedi- 
cated to  the  river  deity,  and  certainly  his 
waters  are  sufficiently  pure  to 

"Bathe  the  form  of  Beauty's  youngest  daughter." 

The  names  of  the  places  we  passed  have 
changed  but  little.  Mevania,  celebrated  for 
milk-white  bulls,  is  now  Bevagna.  I  was 
perfectly  enchanted,  and  my  companions  told 
me  the  name  of  each  place  about  which  I 
inquired ;  certainly  these  towns, 
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"Like  an  eagle's  nest,  hang  on  the  crest 
Of  purple  Apennine." 

Before  nine  o'clock  we  reached  Foligno,  a 
city  in  a  valley,  surrounded  by  high  hills. 
"  La  pupa"  for  some  time  had  been  talking 
about  her  aunt,  whom  she  expected  to  see 
here,  and  as  soon  as  the  carriage  stopped, 
two  people  came  up,  whom  it  was  impossible 
to  mistake,  from  the  strong  likeness  to  Signor 

C ,  for  his  brother  and  sister,  and,  after 

much  embracing,  carried  off  their  relations 
to  breakfast. 

Donna  Maria  went  to  some  friend,  and  did 
not  return  to  us  again.  I  took  a  room  at 
the  inn  of  the  "  Croce  Bianca,"  and  had  an 
excellent  breakfast  of  coffee,  hot  rolls,  and 
potted  beef.  I  then  went  into  the  market- 
place, and  selected  a  boy  with  an  intelligent 
countenance  for  my  guide  to  the  lions  of  Fo- 
ligno. It  was  market  day,  and  the  town 
was  very  full.  The  water  melons  and  fruits 
were  most  tempting,  but  with  cholera  about, 
I  resisted  temptation.  The  front  of  the  ca- 
thedral is  very  fine  ;  the  doors  and  windows 
are  Gothic,  and  extremely  rich  in  their  deco- 
rations. Two  fine  red  marble  lions  stand  on 
each  side  of  the  principal  door  as  guardians. 
The  interior  being  under  repair,  all  the  pic- 
tures were  covered  up. 

I  visited  eight  other  churches.  In  that 
of  the  Oratory  is  a  "Calvary"  as  large  as 
life.  A  recess  is  fitted  up  to  contain  a  repre- 
sentation of  the  crucifixion,  with  the  Yirgin 
Mary,  St.  John,  and  two  soldiers.  At  "  Le 
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Contesse  "  is  a  beautiful  Madonna,  said  to  be 
the  work  of  Perugino,  but  I  do  not  believe 
it ;  here  was  formerly  Kaphael's  exquisite 
Madonna  del  Foligno,  now  one  of  the  trea- 
sures of  the  Yatican.  St.  Augustin's  is  a 
richly  ornamented  church.  My  little  guide 
promised  to  show  me  something  very  beau- 
tiful here.  What  do  you  think  it  was  ?  A 
figure  of  St.  Felician,  the  patron  saint  of  the 
town,  the  size  of  life,  of  painted  wood,  with 
a  mitre  on  his  head,  and  his  hand  raised  in 
the  act  of  blessing.  It  was  formerly  in  the 
cathedral,  but  has  been  replaced  by  a  magni- 
ficent silver  statue,  and  the  old  one  is  sent 
here.  I  did  not  admire  "  il  tesoro "  as 
much  as  was  expected.  St.  Dominic  is  a 
very  handsome  church,  containing  excellent 
modern  paintings. 

I  went  into  a  convent  chapel  belonging  to 
the  Ursuline  nuns,  but  found  nothing  but 
rubbish ;  the  young  boarders  pressed  for- 
wards to  see  the  English  lady,  and  I  spoke 
to  some  of  them.  You  would  not  be  inter- 
ested by  a  description  of  all  the  churches, 
but  it  seemed  to  me  quite  wonderful  to  find 
so  many  containing  objects  of  interest  in  so 
small  a  place.  In  St.  Nicholas'  are  very  good 
pictures ;  one  by  Niccolo  Alunno  interested 
me  greatly :  the  centre  part  represents  St. 
Brigida  and  our  Lord,  with  a  landscape  in  the 
distance  ;  on  each  side,  and  also  in  a  lunette 
above  are  various  saints,  and  below  is  a 
Latin  inscription,  which  I  copied — 

i 
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"Ac  LECTOEEM. 

"  jNobile  testata  est  pingi  pia  Brigida  quondam 
Hoc  opus — oh  nimium  munera  grata  Deo. 
Si  petis  auctoris  nomen,  Niccolaus  Alunnus, 
Fulginiae  patriae  pulchra  corona  suae. 
Octo  quincentum  centum  de  millibus  anni 
Cum  manus  imposita  est  ultima  evanuerant  ; 
Sed  quis  plus  meruit  quaeso,  te  judice  lector  ? 
Cum  causam  dedit  Brigida,  et  ille  manum." 

I  have  copied  this  inscription  at  full 
length,  to  give  you  some  idea  of  the  quaint 
things  the  ancient  painters  put  on  their 
works.  This  picture  is  in  a  Gothic  wooden 
frame  of  the  same  period  as  the  painting.  It 
is  richly  gilt  and  divided  into  compartments. 
I  found  also  another  inscription  on  a  grave 
dating  1621 :— 

"  Hospes,  sparge  non  fletus  sed  flores — vota 
Non  lacrymas  :  nee  abi  mente  si  abis  pede." 

From  the  churches  I  went  to  the  public 
walk  called  La  "  Canopia."  It  is  upon  the 
ancient  walls,  and  is  shaded  with  trees. 
Then  I  returned  to  the  inn  till  three  o'clock, 
when  we  started.  There  is  an  excellent  shop 
at  Foligno  for  "bon-bons;"  the  chocolate 
drops  are  the  best  I  ever  tasted,  and  all 
travellers  lay  in  a  stock,  for  they  are  very 
cheap  as  well  as  good.  Our  Italian  officer 
left  us  at  Foligno,  and  his  place  was  taken 
by  the  Marquis  0 ,  an  old  Roman  sol- 
dier, very  lame,  having  broken  his  leg  by  a 
fall  from  his  horse.  On  our  right  hand  we 
left  Spello,  with  its  Etruscan  walls,  and 
stopped  to  give  the  horses  water  at  St.  Maria 
degll  AngeB. 
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There  is  a  magnificent  church,  here,  built 
^over  the  chapel  of  St.  Francis.  We  entered, 
but  had  not  time  to  explore  it  thoroughly. 
A  very  curious  scene  presented  itself.  Pil- 
grims were  flocking  in  from  all  parts,  espe- 
cially from  the  kingdom  of  Naples,  to  visit 
the  shrine  of  the  saint  on  Tuesday.  Some 
slept  on  the  ground,  others  had  erected 
wooden  huts,  or  tents,  or  had  caravans  on 
wheels.  Under  the  trees  were  shops  of  all 
kinds,  and  a  regular  fair  was  going  on.  The 
donkey- drivers,  or  "  cucciaji,"  had  long 

staves  in  their  hands.  Madame  C gave 

me  an  amusing  account  of  this  festival,  and 
I  determined  to  remain  at  Perugia  to  see  it. 

At  last  Perugia  burst  upon  our  view,  with 
its  many  towers,  crowning  a  hill  three  miles 
and  a  half  long,  so  steep  that  we  were 
obliged  to  have  oxen  to  pull  us  up.  It  was 
a  beautiful  evening,  and  the  city  showed  to  the 
best  advantage,  with  the  rays  of  the  setting 
sun  upon  it. 

Madame  C showed  me  the  lazaretto, 

and  said  we  might  have  to  go  there,  for  at 
Loreto  she  heard  there  had  been  several 
•cases  of  cholera  in  Borne  on  Thursday.  My 
Italian  friends  urged  my  remaining  in  Peru- 
gia, as  such  a  healthy  place ;  the  cholera 
never  was  there  last  time  it  devastated  Italy. 
It  was  quite  dark  before  we  arrived.  No 
difficulty  was  made  as  to  our  entering.  My 
friends  took  me  to  the  inn  of  "La  Corona," 
and  called  the  landlady,  whom  they  knew 
very  well,  and  delivered  me  into  her  charge. 
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Marquis  0 also  took  up  his  quarters  at 

the  same  hotel.  I  found  some  soup  and  veal 
cutlets  very  refreshing  after  the  long  day's 
journey.  "  Maturello"  pleaded  hard  for  his 
"  buona  mano."  I  had  threatened  not  to 
give  him  anything,  because  he  would  not 
stop  for  me  to  see  the  Falls  of  Terni,  but  I 
relented,  for  he  had  driven  us  very  well,  and 
been  very  civil  in  all  other  points.  On  Sun- 
day morning  I  rose,  had  a  good  breakfast, 
and  went  out  to  see  what  the  city  was  like. 
First  I  went  to  the  "  Duomo."  The  archi- 
tecture is  Gothic,  and  there  are  some  exqui- 
site doorways,  but,  as  a  whole,  the  exterior  is 
not  fine.  The  interior  is  much  more  remark- 
able. Lofty  dark  clustered  columns  support 
a  vaulted  roof,  part  of  which  is  painted  blue 
with  gold  stars  upon  it,  and  there  are  good 
frescoes  of  the  four  evangelists.  In  a  side 
chapel  was  a  great  crowd,  but  no  tumult,  as 
halberdiers  in  picturesque  middle-age  cos- 
tume kept  excellent  order.  In  a  shrine  on  a 
table  before  the  altar  was  the  "  sant'  anello," 
or  holy  ring,  said  to  be  that  with  which 
Mary  was  espoused  to  Joseph.  All  the  pil- 
grims come  here  to  adore  it,  the  "  cuc- 
ciaji"  brandishing  their  long  sticks.  I  had 
not  much  time  to  examine  it,  for  at  half-past 
ten  the  "Missa  Cantata"  began.  The  organ 
was  harsh,  and  the  singing  bad,  so  there  was 
nothing  at  all  impressive  in  the  service. 
When  it  was  over  I  went  to  the  "  Fort," 
whence  there  is  a  beautiful  view;  but  the 
noonday  sun  was  too  hot  for  me  to  remain 
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where  there  was  no  shade,  and  I  soon  came 
in,  read  the  morning  service,  and  my  Bible. 
At  three  o'clock  I  descended  to  the  public 
dining-room,  where  the  old  marquis  had 
asked  me  to  dine  with  him.  There,  to  my 
great  pleasure,  I  found  Count  and  Countess 

F ,  whom  I  had  known  slightly  at  Rome. 

They  were  very  well  acquainted  with  several 
of  my  English  friends,  and  I  was  delighted 
to  meet  them.  We  four  dined  at  a  table  by 
ourselves,  and  sat  long  in  conversation.  We 
fixed  to  go  together  to  Assisi  on  Tuesday. 

The  F 's  had  been  here  three  weeks,  and 

spoke  most  highly  of  the  comfort  and  respect- 
ability of  the  house.  They  advised  me  to 
remain  and  offered  me  all  civility,  so  I  fixed 
to  stay  a  week.  At  half-past  five  I  went 
out  by  myself,  entered  several  churches,  and 
got  a  general  idea  of  the  place,  which  I  like 
very  much.  It  is  a  very  handsome,  well- 
built  city,  and  the  situation  is  most  beautiful. 
Prom  the  Fort  I  saw  a  glorious  sunset.  All 
the  gentry  were  walking  up  and  down  the 
"  Corso,"  the  principal  street.  Groups  were 
sitting  at  the  doors  of  the  cafes,  eating  ices 
and  drinking  lemonades,  which  make  the 
nicest  supper  in  these  hot  days. 

As  I  now  consider  myself  settled  here  for 
the  present,  I  must  give  you  some  account 
of  my  accommodation.  La  Coronais  essentially 
an  Italian  hotel.  There  is  not  one  private 

sitting-room   in  the  house.      Count  F 

has  a  nice  large  carpeted  bedroom  with  a  sofa 
and  table,  the  only  really  comfortable  room. 
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Mine  is  close  to  theirs  and  is  small,  but  con- 
tains a  large  bed,  chest  of  drawers,  dressing 
table,  and  writing  table.  These  two  rooms 
and  two  others  lead  into  a  large  sitting-room, 
furnished  with  a  long  table,  some  hard  wooden 
sofas,  and  uncomfortable  chairs.  This  is  com- 
mon to  the  inhabitants  of  the  four  rooms,' 
who  may  sit  here  when  they  choose,  without 
any  extra  charge.  We  could  dine  here  if  we- 
chose,  but  the  attendance  is  better  in  the  regu- 
lar dining-room  on  the  first  floor.  The  F & 

and  I  agreed  to  make  a  party  to  breakfast 
together  between  nine  and  ten,  and  dine  at 
four,  when  we  have  the  dining-room  to  our- 
selves, the  Italians  taking  their  meal  at  one 
o'clock. 

In  an  evening  we  mean  to  go  out  together, 
and  have  ices  or  lemonade  and  cakes  on  our 
return.  In  the  dining-room  sits  a  very 
stout  man  named  Philip,  but  always  known 
as  "  Pippo ; "  he  takes  orders  and  makes  out 
the  bill,  and  is  the  most  good-natured,  civil 
creature.  When  we  are  seated  at  the  dinner 
table,  he  comes  and  tells  us  what  there  is  in 
the  kitchen;  each  one  chooses  what  they 
like,  and  a  portion  is  brought  in  on  a  plate. 
My  dinner  to-day,  for  instance,  consisted  of 
vermicelli  soup,  a  piece  of  stewed  veal  gar- 
nished with  potatoes,  a  capital  "  fry "  of 
brains,  and  pieces  of  an  eatable  gourd,  and 
a  custard;  for  this  I  pay  a  little  more  than  a 
shilling.  "Pippo"  keeps  account,  and  at 
the  end  of  the  week  sends  in  the  bill. 

My  usual  breakfast  consists  of  two  cups  of 
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coffee,  a  roll,  and  two  fresh  eggs :  butter  is 
not  to  be  had.  There  is  no  "chambermaid," 
Vincenzo,  a  very  obliging  man,  making  the 
beds.  The  mistress,  however,  or  one  of  the 
six  grown-up  daughters,  attends  to  ladies  if 
they  require  a  female.  There  is  a  cafe,  next 
door  to  the  inn,  where  the  master  presides. 
It  is  open  from  four  in  the  morning  till  mid- 
night, and  always  seems  full.  You  can  get 
a  small  cup  of  "cafe  nero  "  for  two  baiocchi; 
with  milk,  a  cup  costs  four  baiocchi,  but 
then  it  is  double  the  size;  the  best  ices  are 
five  baiocchi  each.  There  are  two  other 
hotels  in  Perugia,  but  this  is  the  most  fre- 
quented. Indeed,  there  is  continual  "coming 
and  going,"  and  very  rarely  is  there  a  spare 
room. 

On  Monday  morning  I  rose  at  seven,  and 
went  out  to  the  Camaldoli  Church  of  St. 
Severe.  I  knocked  at  the  convent  door,  and 
a  very  gentlemanly  monk,  looking  so  clean 
in  his  white  dress,  came  out  and  showed 
me  over  the  church.  The  great  treasure  is 
the  first  fresco  ever  painted  by  Eafael,  in  one 
of  the  chapels.  Damp  and  time  have  sadly 
injured  the  painting.  It  is  semicircular,  or 
in  a  "lunette  "  as  it  is  called.  Of  the  figure 
of  God  the  Father,  there  remains  only  part 
of  a  hand,  holding  a  book.  The  Saviour  un- 
derneath is  a  most  exquisite  figure ;  he  sits, 
and  two  saints  stand  on  each  side  of  him. 
Underneath  these  are  six  figures  of  saints  by 
Pietro  Perugino,  the  master  of  Eafael,  In 
the  church  is  a  good  modern  painting  of  the 
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Assumption  of  the  Virgin,  and  a  lovely 
"  Madonna  della  Pieta,"  by  Sassoferrato,  on 
silk.  I  then  proceeded  to  the  church  of  Sta. 
Maria  Nuo  va.  Here  I  found  a  beautiful  Annun- 
ciation, by  my  Foligno  friend  Niccolo  Alunno, 
and  two  beautiful  Peruginos,  the  Transfigu- 
ration, and  the  Adoration  of  the  Magi.  The 
church  is  spoiled  by  wretched  figures  of  the 
saints  with  tawdry  clothes.  I  returned  to 

breakfast  with  the  F s  at  half-past  nine, 

and  then  went  upstairs  to  read  and  work, 
for  it  was  too  hot  to  go  out. 

In  the  evening  my  friends  went  with  me 
to  look  for  the  arch  of  Augustus,  which 
we  found  easily.  This  is  a  very  beautiful  and 
interesting  relic  of  ancient  days.  The  lower 
part  is  Etruscan  and  composed  of  huge  blocks 
of  stone.  Over  the  arch  are  the  words  AVGVSTA 
PERVSIA,  and  some  Etruscan  ornaments.  The 
stones  are  beautifully  cut  and  put  toge- 
ther; they  are  very  much  blackened,  and 
in  some  parts  calcined  white  with  fire, 
for  the  city  was  burned,  B.C.  40,  to  keep 
out  the  Romans  under  Antony,  who,  however, 
entered  and  extinguished  the  flames.  The  ma- 
sonry of  this  arch  was  so  good  that  it  was  not 
seriously  injured.  Itmakesavery  pretty  sketch 
— I  sat  down  at  the  door  of  a  house  and  drew  it. 

We  went  next  to  the  church  of  St. 
Angelo,  which  is  very  like  St.  Stefano 
Kotondo  in  Eome :  it  was  formerly  a  temple 
to  Neptune.  In  the  outer  circle  are  thirty-two 
columns,  and  in  the  inner  sixteen  of  granite 
and  marble,  and  of  various  heights,  the  lower 
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ones  being  mounted  upon  pedestals  to  make 
them  equal  to  the  others.  There  is  a  very 
curious  old  heathen  altar,  and  altogether  it 
is  a  striking  church.  The  pictures  are  great 
rubbish,  except  one — Ezekiel's  vision  of  the 
valley  of  dry  bones,  in  brown  and  white,  which 
was  executed  in  one  night  for  a  funeral. 

We  left  the  city  and  proceeded  by  a  steep 
path  to  the  church  of  the  convent  of  St.  Fran- 
cesco. The  view  from  the  door  was  very 
lovely,  over  the  fertile  plains  of  Umbria. 

Count  F went  into  the  convent  to  see 

a  picture  of  the  Crucifixion  by  Perugino. 
His  wife  and  I  (not  being  permitted  to  enter) 
remained  in  the  church,  which  is  in  a  misera- 
ble state  from  dirt,  damp,  and  neglect.  In 
one  of  the  chapels  is  an  exquisite  fresco  of 
Perugino' s — at  least  was,  for  it  is  fast  perish- 
ing :  I  think  the  Child  is  the  most  lovely  I 
ever  saw.  It  lies  on  the  ground  smiling  while 
the  parents  and  two  shepherds  kneel  round. 
It  is  a  great  pity  not  to  remove  this  treasure 
from  a  spot  where  it  is  perishing,  and  where 
it  is  scarcely  ever  seen  but  by  the  monks. 

There  is  a  discovery  now,  by  which  fresco 
paintings  can  be  removed  from  the  wall,  and 
put  on  canvas.  It  is  a  tedious  and  expensive 
process,  but  answers  very  well,  and  this  fresco 
ought  to  be  transferred  before  it  is  quite  gone. 
We  returned  home  at  dark,  and  went  to  rest 
early  to  be  ready  for  great  fatigue  the  next 
day.  We  were  called  at  half-past  three  the 
morning  of  August  1st,  and  in  less  than  an 
hour  were  in  the  carriage,  and  leaving  Peru- 
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gia.      The  party   consisted   of  Count  and 

Countess  F ,  a  young  Italian  painter,  and 

myself.  We  arrived  at  Assisi  soon  after 
seven.  No  one  in  Italy  breakfasts  before 
starting  on  a  journey,  at  least  no  Italian.  I 
had  taken  biscuits  and  chocolate  to  eat  in  the 
carriage,  being  unable  to  fast  so  long.  My 
friends  could  not  touch  anything,  as  they 
wished  to  communicate  at  a  private  mass  at 
the  tomb  of  St.  Francis.  Accordingly  we 
drove  to  the  great  church  of  St.  Francesco, 
where  the  carriage  left  us  to  be  put  up. 
The  priest  was  in  attendance,  and  the  Count 
and  Countess  went  after  him  to  their  mass. 
The  young  painter  and  I  went  into  the  upper 
church,  and  he  explained  the  frescoes  to  me. 
"We  spent  nearly  three  hours  in  the  church, 
and  saw  it  well.  Assisi  is  often  called  the 
sanctuary  of  Christian  art,  and  possesses  ex- 
quisite works  of  the  early  painters.  Words 
can  give  no  idea  of  its  richness.  There  are 
three  churches,  one  over  the  other.  When 
the  mass  was  over,  we  examined  the  lowest 
part,  or  crypt.  Here  is  the  tomb  of  St. 
Francis;  it  is  very  handsome,  and  so  are  the 
marble  pillars  and  bas-reliefs  around  it,  but 
it  looks  too  modern  for  my  taste.  The 
middle  church  is  the  most  interesting.  It  is 
low,  and  at  first  seems  dark,  but  after  a 
short  time  the  eye  becomes  accustomed  to- 
the  gloom,  and  can  discern  all  very  well. 
The  roof  is  vaulted,  and  entirely  covered  with 
frescoes.  The  best  are  by  Giotto,  but  we 
could  not  see  them  by  the  morning  light,  and 
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fixed  to  come  again  at  two  o'clock,  when  the 
light  would  be  most  favourable.  The  roof 
of  the  chapel  of  St.  Stefano  is  painted  by 
"  Ingegno,"  one  of  the  most  successful  pupils 
of  Pietro  Perugino ;  but  few  of  his  works 
remain,  as  he  became  stone-blind  while  quite 
young;  he  lived  to  be  eighty-six,  and  was  sup- 
ported by  a  pension  from  Pope  Sextus  I Y.  The 
subjects  of  these  frescoes  are  the  prophets  and 
sibyls,  and  most  exquisite  they  are ;  they  are 
of  a  small  size,  but  so  carefully  finished.  The 
most  ancient  are  by  Cimabue,  the  Florentine, 
who  may  be  called  the  father  of  painting. 
He  nourished  from  1240  to  1302. 

To  describe  all  the  paintings  in  the  body 
of  the  church,  and  the  great  number  of 
chapels,  would  be  impossible,  as  there  is  no 
part  of  the  wall  which  is  not  covered.  I  can 
only  mention  a  few  which  struck  me  the 
most.  Cavallini,  a  Eoman  painter  who  died 
in  1364,  painted  a  very  celebrated  picture 
of  the  Crucifixion.  In  the  air,  round  the 
cross,  are  angels  whose  countenances  express- 
the  most  profound  grief.  Graddo  Gaddi  of 
Florence,  between  1239  and  1312,  painted  a 
most  beautiful  series  of  events  from  the  life 
of  our  Lord  and  His  mother.  Bufialmacco 
of  Florence,  1351,  covered  the  walls  of  a 
chapel  with  frescoes  illustrating  the  life  of 
Mary  Magdalene,  beginning  with  her  birth 
and  life  as  a  great  lady,  to  her  death  as  a 
humble  penitent.  About  the  same  time 
Capanna  painted  his  series  from  the  life  of 
Christ ;  the  colours  are  fading,  but  the  exe- 
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cution  is  admirable.  The  chapel  of  St. 
Nicholas  contains  exquisite  frescoes  by  Giot- 
tino,  a  Florentine,  who  lived  from  1324  to 
1368  ;  the  incidents  in  the  life  of  this  saint 
are  so  many  and  so  varied  that  they  afford  ex- 
cellent subjects,  which  are  most  ably  handled. 
Almost  every  picture  is  worth  a  careful 
study ;  I  felt  bewildered  with  seeing  so  much, 
and  yet  did  not  like  to  miss  anything.  A 
spiral  staircase  conducts  to  the  upper  church, 
which  is  quite  a  different  style ;  it  is  pure 
Gothic,  with  lofty,  narrow  arches,  and  was 
built  in  1486.  The  stained  windows  are 
very  beautiful,  and  are  very  uncommon  in 
Italy. 

The  roof  was  painted  by  Cimabue ;  the 
evangelists  have  quite  perished,  but  the 
four  doctors  of  the  church  are  in  good  pre- 
servation. The  pulpit  is  of  white  marble  with 
beautiful  bas-reliefs,  and  the  seats  in  the  choir 
are  decorated  with  mosaic,  formed  of  different 
woods  most  tastefully  arranged.  This  church 
consists  of  two  short  transepts  and  a  long 
nave  without  side  chapels ;  the  upper  part 
of  the  walls  of  the  nave  was  once  occupied 
by  a  grand  series  of  frescoes,  by  Cimabue,  of 
Scripture  events,  but  scarcely  a  vestige  re- 
mains. Damp  and  rain  have  entered  at  the 
windows  and  stained  the  plaister  green, 
brown,  and  all  colours;  in  many  parts  the 
whole  surface  has  disappeared.  Here  and 
there  a  single  figure  appears,  of  such  a  style 
as  to  cause  great  regret  that  the  whole  has 
perished.  It  is  very  sad  that  the  lazy  monks 
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have  not  taken  better  care  of  such  treasures. 
The  lower  series  are  by  Giotto  of  Florence, 
executed  between  12*76  and  1336  ;  there  are 
twenty-eight  scenes  from  the  life  of  St.  Fran- 
cis; these  are  injured,  but  in  a  very  different 
state  from  Cimabue's,  and  some  of  them  are 
quite  perfect.  Our  young  painter  was  quite 
au  fait  with  the  legends  of  the  saint,  and 
described  each  fresco  to  us;  all  are  very 
beautiful,  the  expressions  of  the  faces  are 
particularly  good. 

Of  all  the  early  painters  Giotto  pleases 
me  most ;  his  pictures  are  so  holy.  There  is 
an  inexpressible  charm  about  them,  though 
they  often  show  (but  in  a  less  degree)  the 
fault  of  his  age,  bad  anatomy  and  distortion 
of  the  human  figure.  In  one  fresco  St. 
Francis  calls  upon  the  birds  (whom  he  had 
gathered  together  to  be  fed)  to  praise  God, 
which  they  all  did,  raising  their  songs  before 
touching  the  grain. 

"We  left  the  church  by  the  great  door ;  it 
is  built  on  a  hill,  so  that  this  upper  church  is 
of  the  same  level  as  the  top  of  the  hill.  "We 
were  extremely  hungry  and  went  to  a  cafe, 
where  we  procured  coffee,  bread,  and  fresh 
eggs ;  meat  we  could  not  get.  We  then  went 
out  to  explore  Assisi.  First  to  the  Duomo, 
which  contains  nothing  of  interest  except  a 
picture  by  Niccolo  Alunno,  divided  into 
several  compartments,  and  a  fine  modern 
statue  to  St.  Eufinus,  the  first  bishop.  The 
"  Chiesa  Nuova"  is  built  over  the  house  of 
St.  Francis.  His  father  was  an  irreligious 
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man,  and  did  not  approve  of  his  son's  giving 
away  his  money  to  the  poor,  and  wishing  to 
be  a  monk.  The  wall  of  the  kitchen  is  shown 
within  the  church,  and  also  a  dungeon  in 
which  the  father  confined  Francis,  supposing 
him  to  be  mad. 

A  very  large  Gothic  church  is  dedicated 
to  St.  Clara,  a  great  admirer  of  St.  Francis, 
who  founded  an  order  of  nuns  following  the 
Franciscan  rule.  Giotto  painted  her  life  in 
fresco  on  the  walls,  but  all  have  now 
perished,  except  four  subjects  on  the  roof, 
which  are  attributed  to  Giotto,  but  are  most 
probably  by  the  hand  of  his  follower  Giottino. 

Countess  F went  to  visit  the  body  of 

the  saint ;  the  crypt  was  undergoing  repair, 
and  she  had  to  walk  over  planks  and  climb 
heaps  of  rubbish,  but  she  braved  all  diffi- 
culties, hoping  "that  the  saint  would  protect 
her."  As  I  attached  no  value  to  the  pro- 
tection of  St.  Clara,  I  remained  sitting  at 
the  door  of  the  church  till  my  friends  joined 
me. 

We  returned  to  the  market-place,  where 
is  a  most  beautiful  portico  of  a  temple  of 
Minerva ;  it  is  of  the  Ionic  order,  and  the 
most  perfect  I  have  ever  seen.  An  ugly 
"  campanile"  has  been  erected  at  the  side, 
and  a  tasteless  church  behind  the  portico, 
and  the  whole  is  named  "  St.  Maria  della 
Minerva."  I  sketched  it  while  we  were 
waiting  for  our  carriage ;  then  we  walked 
back  to  St.  Francesco.  We  entered  by  the 
upper  church,  the  great  doors  stood  open, 
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and  the  "  dim  religious  light"  from  the 
stained  windows  was  a  great  relief  from  the 
glare  of  the  sun;  we  descended  into  the 
lower  church,  and  found  we  were  just  at  the 
right  moment  for  Giotto's  frescoes.  They 
are  his  chefs  d'ceuvre,  and  are  painted  in  the 
four  compartments  of  a  groined  roof.  They 
represent — 1.  St.  Francis  married  to  Poverty 
by  our  Lord — (the  bride  looks  very  pale  and 
shabby) ;  2.  Chastity,  a  female  shut  up  in  a 
tower,  with  various  allegorical  scenes  in  the 
foreground ;  3.  Obedience ;  and  4.  The 
Glorification  of  St.  Francis.  We  looked  again 
into  all  the  chapels,  and  very  reluctantly 
took  our  leave  of  this  treasure-house  of 
-art. 

At  three  o'clock  we  started  for  St.  Maria 
degli  Angeli,  where  we  stayed  above  two 
hours.  To-day  is  called  the  "  Pardon  of  St. 
Francis."  Inside  the  magnificent  church  is 
a  little  rough  cottage  built  of  large  blocks  of 
stone  and  slated;  in  this  spot  dwelt  St. 
Francis,  and  whoever  on  this  day  enters  this 
little  chapel  receives  the  pardon  of  all  his 
sins.  "Wooden  palisades  were  put  up  through 
the  great  church  into  the  little  house,  and 
between  them  three  people  could  walk 
abreast.  At  two  o'clock  a  procession  was 
formed,  and  the  church  door  thrown  open 
and  the  populace  admitted.  The  rush  was 
represented  as  fearful,  and  shrieks  were 
heard  on  all  sides  ;  the  "  cucchiari"  meant  to 
use  their  donkey-sticks,  but  could  not  stir 
their  arms.  We  had  to  wait  a  long  time 
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before  it  was  really  safe  to  enter ;  then,  ac- 
companied by  a  priest,  a  monsignore  and  a 
nephew  of  the  archbishop,  we  went  within 
the  palisades  and  entered  the  little  cottage. 
Small  framed  pictures  hung  inside,  and  there 
was  an  altar,  but  it  was  so  dark  that  I  could 
see  very  little.  Another  barricade  led  from 
the  cottage  to  another  door  of  the  church. 

Countess  F was  quite  as  sure  as  any  of 

the  poor  ignorant  pilgrims  that  all  her  sins 
were  forgiven.  I  asked  her  if  mine  were, 
but  she  said  they  were  not,  as  I  had  not 
previously  confessed.  "We  went  into  a  large 
convent  close  by,  and  saw  several  reminis- 
cences of  the  saint,  such  as  a  statue  from  a 
cast  taken  after  his^  death,  the  table  upon 
which  he  was  embalmed,  and  the  oratory 
where  he  used  to  keep  vigil.  We  were 
taken  into  a  small  garden  full  of  dwarf  roses, 
and  were  told  that  St.  Francis,  being  tempted 
once  by  the  devil  in  the  form  of  a  beautiful 
woman,  rolled  himself  among  these  roses, 
which  became  thornless  and  spotted  with  blood 
on  the  under  side  of  the  leaf;  they  flower  in 
May,  and  are  always  very  low.  When  trans- 
planted to  any  other  spot,  they  take  root 
with  difficulty,  and,  if  they  grow,  become 
high,  bear  thorns,  and  lose  the  blood  marks. 
A  monk  gathered  some  of  the  leaves  and 
gave  them  to  me  as  excellent  against  tooth- 
ache and  fevers ! 

We  then  re-entered  the  large  church ;  on 
the  front  of  the  cottage  is  the  masterpiece 
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of  Overbeck ;  an  inscription  sets  forth  that 
he  gave  his  labour,  and  a  cardinal  paid  for 
the  colours  and  other  materials.  Overbeek 
is  still  alive,  and  about  sixty  years  of  age. 
He  has  been  the  reviver  of  ecclesiastical 
painting ;  his  designs  are  most  exquisite, 
but  I  do  not  much  like  his  colouring.  There 
is  a  Crucifixion  by  Perugino  which  has  been 
much  restored ;  all  the  other  paintings  are 
modern,  and  many  of  them  very  good.  This 
church  has  suffered  much  from  two  earth- 
quakes ;  the  damages  of  the  last  three  years 
have  not  yet  been  repaired.  We  proceeded 
next  to  the  fair  and  entered  the  booths, 
where  goods  of  all  kinds  were  exposed ;  I 
bought  some  of  the  little  flowers  of  worsted 
which  are  made  expressly  for  this  fete,  and 
sold,  and  carried  home  by  all  the  country 
girls  as  souvenirs.  It  was  a  very  curious 
scene ;  costumes  and  dialects  from  all  parts 
of  Italy  met  here. 

The  next  day  all  this  assembly  would  start 
off  to  their  homes.  The  number  seemed  to 
be  immense,  but  I  was  assured  that  it  was 
generally  as  large  again.  This  year  the 
cholera  frightened  many,  and  also  the  King 
of  Naples  made  difficulties  in  granting  pass- 
ports for  his  subjects,  who  attach  the 
greatest  importance  to  the  "  pardon."  My 
travelling  companions  from  Eome  said  they 
would  not  go  on  any  account,  and  advised 
my  not  doing  so;  but  I  am  very  glad  that  I 
did,  for  the  crowd  did  not  at  all  incommode 
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me,  and  I  like  to  see  anything  that  is  national 
and  characteristic.  Few  English  ever  see 
this  sight.  We  -were  safely  landed  at  the 
"  Corona"  about  half-past  eight,  after  a  most 
delightful  expedition. 
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LETTEK  X. 

Hotel  la  Corona,  Perugia,  Aug.  5. 
My  dear  Brother, — I  had  meant  to  take  a 
little  rest  after  the  long  day  at  Assisi,  but 
there  is  so  much  to  be  seen  here  that  I  can- 
not stay  at  home.  To  continue  my  diary. 
Aug.  2nd,  I  went  after  breakfast  to  visit  my 

travelling   companions,  the   C family. 

Madame  opened  the  door  herself  in  the  loose 
white  dressing-gown  worn  by  Italians  in 
summer ;  she  was  laid  up  with  a  sore  eye. 
The  children  were  all  very  well,  and 
delighted  to  run  about  in  the  garden.  Signor 
Francesco  showed  me  many  of  his  father's 
landscapes,  which  were  very  well  painted. 
They  recommended  my  going  to  the  opera 
on  Sunday  to  see  a  new  play  performed  by 
an  excellent  company,  but  I  told  them  Eng- 
lish people  did  not  think  it  right  to  do  so. 
He  took  me  to  the  university,  but  as  the 
custode  was  out  we  could  see  nothing,  and 
made  an  appointment  for  Friday.  I  then 
went  to  the  Duomo  to  see  the  descent  of  the 
"  sant'  anello ; "  and,  firstly,  I  must  give  you 
a,  little  account  of  this  treasure  as  I  heard  it 
from  a  priest. 
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Joachim  and  Anna,  the  parents  of  the 
Virgin  Mary,  reached  old  age  without  ever 
having  a  child.  Their  kindred  treated  this 
as  a  reproach  to  them,  and  actually  drove 
Joachim  out  from  his  home.  He  prayed 
to  God,  and  promised  that  if  a  child  were 
given  to  them,  it  should  be  dedicated  to  the 
Lord's  service.  In  answer  to  this  prayer 
Mary  was  given.  Accordingly  when  she 
was  seven  years  old  she  was  brought  to  the 
temple  and  placed  among  the  young  maidens 
who  lived  there  consecrated  to  God,  to  do 
service.  Some  of  the  most  beautiful  pictures 
of  the  ancient  masters  represent  the  little 
girl  as  timidly  mounting  the  temple  steps 
where  was  the  high  priest  ready  to  receive 
her,  while  at  the  side  stood  the  young  girls 
awaiting  their  companion.  These  maidens 
were  not  bound  by  any  vow  of  celibacy  ;  on, 
the  contrary,  they  were  much  sought  in  mar- 
riage. Mary  wished  to  lead  a  single  life, 
but  the  high  priest  was  warned  by  a  dream 
that  such  was  not  the  will  of  God.  The 
beauty  and  wisdom  of  Mary  attracted  many 
suitors,  and  the  high  priest,  finding  it  difficult 
to  select  a  husband,  ordered  that  all  the 
claimants  to  her  hand  should  bring  rods,  and 
that  if  one  of  these  rods  flowered,  its  owner 
should  be  the  successful  candidate.  This 
was  done,  and  the  next  morning  Joseph's 
stick  was  found  to  bear  leaves  and  flowers 
(from  this  circumstance  Joseph  is  frequently 
represented  in  pictures  with  a  flowering  lily 
in  his  hand).  Accordingly  Joseph  and  Mary 
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were  betrothed  with  this  very  ring  preserved  at 
Perugia.  The  ring  of  betrothal  was  not  worn 
by  the  Jewish  females,  but  kept  as  a  great 
treasure  after  it  had  been  put  upon  their 
finger.     Certainly   this   ring   could   not   be 
worn ;  it  is  a  hoop  of  opal,  and  a  very  fine 
stone  it  is.     The  interior  circle  is  large,  and 
the  opal  itself  is   more  than  half  an  inch 
thick ;  there  is  no  gold  whatever  about  it. 
In  the  ninth  century  a  Jew  brought  this 
relic  from  the  Holy  Land,  with  documents 
proving  its  genuineness,  and  sold  it  to  the 
wife  of  a  rich  lord  near   Clusium.     After 
some  time  it  was  presented  to  the  church  at 
Glusium,  and  kept  there  as  a  great  treasure. 
The   neighbouring   city   of    Perugia  was 
very  anxious  to  possess  this  ring,  and  being 
unable  to  do  so  by  fair  means  resolved  to  try 
foul,  and  gave  notice  that  any  one  stealing 
the  ring  and  bringing  it  to  Perugia  would 
be  liberally  rewarded.  A  monk  accomplished 
the  theft,  and  so,  in  the  fourteenth  century, 
Perugia  gained  the  treasure.    Clusium,  how- 
ever, did  not  take  its  loss  patiently,  and  a 
war  followed.     The  matter  was  referred  to 
the  Pope,  and  he  decided  that,  as  Clusium 
could  not  guard  the  ring  better,  it  was  to 
remain  at  Perugia.     The  thieves  were  deter- 
mined to  guard  their  treasure  safely.  Eosetti, 
a   painter  and  sculptor,  pupil  of  Perugino, 
made  an  exquisite  shrine  of  gold  and  glass. 
This  is  enclosed  in  a  wooden  box  fastened  by 
fourteen  locks,  the  keys  of  which  are  kept 
by   fourteen   different   people.     It   is    then 
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covered  with,  crimson  curtains,  and  raised 
up  by  pulleys  to  a  place  far  out  of  reach, 
near  the  roof  of  the  chapel.  It  never  de- 
scends except  for  a  cardinal  or  crowned  head, 
and  on  two  days  in  the  year,  July  30th  and 
Aug.  2nd.  As  the  descent  was  to  take  place 
at  eleven  o'clock  I  went  to  see  it.  The  little 
chapel  was  full  of  the  magistrates,  in  velvet 
robes  and  gold  chains,  and  all  around  knelt 
the  populace  (the  chapel  is  merely  separated 
by  a  grating  from  the  church).  Exactly  as  the 
clock  struck  the  trumpets  sounded,  and  a 
choir  burst  forth  singing,  while  the  case 
slowly  descended  to  a  table  prepared  for  it 
in  front  of  the  altar  ;  the  curtains  and  outer 
case  were  removed,  and  the  shrine  left, 
exposing  the  "  sant'  anello"  to  the  public 
gaze.  When  the  chapel  was  a  little  cleared, 
I  went  up  to  examine  the  treasure  closely,, 
but  was  not  allowed  to  remain  long,  the  hal- 
berdiers making  you  go  in  by  one  door,  pass- 
the  shrine,  and  leave  by  another.  A  priest 
stood  by  to  whom  rosaries,  crosses,  &e.,  were- 
handed  to  be  rubbed  against  the  glass  before 
the  ring.  I  handed  him  my  bracelet,  which 
had  "a  rub"  and  was  restored  to  me.  It 
ought  to  be  a  very  good  bracelet.  It 
was  made  from  the  beads  of  a  rosary,  fruit 
from  Jerusalem,  then  it  was  blessed  by  the 
Pope,  and  now  has  been  rubbed  against 
Mary's  wedding-ring  !  At  four  o'clock  the 
sight  was  over,  and  the  case  was  drawn  up 
to  its  resting-place,  to  remain  in  peace  for  a 
year.  I  then  went  to  the  Piazza  "Sopra 
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Muro,"  and  requested  permission  from  a 
grocer  to  pass  through  his  shop,  and  look 
out  from  a  little  window  on  the  other  side. 
There  I  saw  a  massy  Etruscan  wall,  upon 
which  these  houses  rest ;  it  is  built  of  huge 
blocks,  put  together  without  any  mortar. 
Within  this  wall  are  the  foundations  of  the 
houses,  making  this  side  equal  to  the  other 
of  the  piazza,  which  is  higher  up  the  hill. 

There  is  only  one  flat  walk  in  Perugia, 
along  the  Corso  and  in  front  of  the  ruined 
fort ;  all  the  other  streets  are  extremely 
steep,  up  and  down  in  every  direction,  and 
not  meant  for  carts  or  carriages,  being  paved, 
with  a  gutter  to  let  out  the  water,  which 
runs  in  torrents  when  it  rains.  The  paving 
is  of  bricks  or  tiles,  set  so  as  to  form  small 
steps,  and  very  disagreeable  walking  it  is  in 
many  of  the  streets.  I  descended  by  one  of 
the  steepest  to  the  church  of  St.  Ercolano, 
which  was  being  dressed  up  for  a  "  festa." 
The  frescoes  by  Celloni  did  not  please  me, 
the  colouring  is  too  gaudy ;  but  in  the 
sacristy  is  a  small  picture  by  Perugino,  the 
"  Head  of  St.  Jerome,"  which  is  very  fine ; 
the  countenance  is  most  expressive.  The  heat 
now  warned  me  to  return  to  "  La  Corona." 

After  dinner  I  went  out  again  with  Count 

and  Countess  F .  "We  went  to  the 

church  of  St.  Agostino,  which  contains  some 
exquisite  paintings,  no  fewer  than  seven 
good  Perugino's.  The  Nativity  and  Baptism 
of  our  Lord  are  most  beautiful ;  also  the 
Madonna  with  Saints,  and  St.  John  and  St. 
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Jerome.  One  of  the  Eternal  Father  sur- 
rounded by  seraphim  was  beautiful,  but  I 
could  not  like  the  subject.  In  the  sacristy 
are  thirteen  small  pictures  by  Perugino, 
mostly  heads  of  the  saints,  painted  on  wood, 
and  inferior  in  execution.  Yery  near  the 
church  is  the  chapel  of  the  confraternity  of 
St.  Agostino.  Most  of  the  men  here  belong 
to  some  association  or  confraternity ;  they 
pay  so  much  a  year,  and  attend  mass  at  their 
chapels  on  great  occasions.  These  confra- 
ternities are  very  rich,  and  bestow  much 
money  upon  the  decoration  of  their  chapels. 
I  was  quite  astonished  at  the  magnificence  of 
this  I  now  entered.  The  roof  is  of  rich 
wooden  carving,  so  thickly  gilt  that  it  seems 
of  pure  gold,  and  all  the  walls  above  and 
between  the  paintings  are  decorated  in  the 
same  splendid  way.  Large  modern  pictures 
on  each  side  represent  scenes  from  the  his- 
tory of  St.  Philip  and  St.  James ;  the  altar- 
piece  by  Alfani,  of  the  Madonna  with  Saints, 
is  very  lovely ;  in  the  sacristy  are  many 
curious  old  pictures  of  uncertain  date.  We 
then  walked  up  and  down  in  front  of  the 
fort.  I  mean  to  go  here  every  evening  when 
not  otherwise  engaged,  for  the  view  at  sunset 
is  exquisite  over  the  rich  plains  of  Umbria. 
I  am  told  that  Perugia  is  three  thousand  feet 
above  the  level  of  the  sea ;  I  do  not  believe 
it  is  quite  as  much,  but  it  is  very  high,  so 
you  may  imagine  how  extensive  the  view 
must  be. 

While  we  were  eating  our  ices  for  supper, 
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we  agreed  to  go  out  early  the  next  day  and 
see  churches;  accordingly  we  started  on 
Thursday,  a  few  minutes  past  seven  o'clock, 
and  went  first  to  the  church  of  St.  Domenico. 
It  is  very  large,  and  has  a  tall  tower,  which 
formerly  was  much  higher,  but  shortened 
some  time  since.  The  first  object  that  struck 
me  was  a  very  fine  stained-glass  window, 
dating  from  the  year  1411  :  the  colours  are 
extremely  rich.  The  tomb  of  Pope  Bene- 
dict XI.,  by  Giovanni  da  Pisa,  is  most 
beautiful.  The  Pope  lies  in  a  sepulchral 
recess,  under  a  canopy  hung  with  drapery, 
which  two  angels  are  drawing  back.  The 
Gothic  ornaments,  the  many  figures,  and  all 
the  details  are  of  exquisite  workmanship. 
A  picture  of  the  Adoration  of  the  Magi, 
by  Buonfigli  (the  master  of  Perugino), 
in  1460,  is  interesting  and  curious.  There 
are  not  many  other  pictures,  and  all  are 
modern. 

Count  F wanted  to  speak  to  the  Prior 

of  the  Dominican  convent,  so  we  were  told 
to  walk  into  the  sacristy.  The  monks  seemed 
most  happy  to  talk  to  the  ladies,  and  showed 
us  their  treasures — a  very  beautiful  altar- 
piece  of  the  Madonna,  the  author  unknown 
— and  several  small  and  highly  finished  pic- 
tures by  Fra  Beato  Angelico  of  Fiesole. 

Our  second  visit  was  to  the  church  of  St. 
Girolamo,  or  Jerome,  near  the  gate  by  which 
we  had  entered  from  Eome.  The  church  was 
shabby,  and  there  was  nothing  to  see  but  the 
Madonna  imputed  to  Perugino. 
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The  graceful  spire  of  St.  Pietro  rising 
above  trees  next  attracted  us.  I  really 
never  saw  such,  a  church:  it  is  a  perfect 
gallery  of  paintings.  Every  space  upon  the 
walls  is  covered,  and  even  some  of  the  columns. 
The  most  prominent  pictures  are  seven  very 
large  ones  by  the  Venetian  school,  rich  and 
effective  in  their  colouring,  but  not  particu- 
larly interesting.  The  Madonna  by  Lo 
Spagno  (a  favourite  pupil  of  Perugino);  a 
Deposition  from  the  Cross,  by  Buonfigli ;  the 
Adoration  of  the  Magi,  by  Adone  Doni ;  and 
several  single  figures  of  saints,  by  Perugino, 
are  the  most  striking  of  the  ancient  pictures. 
Of  the  more  modern  ones,  St.  Peter  sustaining 
a  falling  column,  Totila  kneeling  to  St.  Bene- 
dict, and  the  Saviour  commending  his  flock 
to  St.  Peter,  all  by  Gremignano ;  and  the 
Madonna  nursing  her  Child,  by  Sassoferrato, 
pleased  me  most;  also  the  Vision  of  St. 
Gregory,  by  Salimbeni.  The  choir  is  richly 
carved.  Behind  the  tribune  is  a  small  door 
opening  upon  a  balcony.  I  stood  there  a 
long  time  enjoying  the  extensive  view  and 
the  fresh  morning  air.  The  sacristy  also  is 
full  of  pictures-^several  saints  by  Perugino, 
and  the  earliest  known  work  of  Raphael,  the 
infant  Saviour  embracing  St.  John.  The  pic- 
ture is  small,  and  the  colours  are  very  much 
faded,  but  the  babies  are  very  well  grouped  ; 
and  it  is  most  interesting,  as  the  first  by  the 
hand  of  one,  who  was  afterwards  the  greatest 
painter  the  world  has  seen. 

Just  beyond  the  church  of  St.  Pietro  is  a 
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very  pretty  public  promenade,  shaded  by 
trees,  where  we  sat  for  some  time,  till  we 
were  driven  by  hunger  to  a  neighbouring 
cafe.  "When  fortified  with  coffee  and  eggs, 
we  set  forth  again,  and  went  to  the  chapel  of 
the  confraternity  of  St.  Peter  Martyr.  This 
saint  is  greatly  venerated  by  the  Dominicans. 
He  was  killed  by  a  blow  from  an  axe  upon 
his  head,  and  in  pictures  he  is  generally 
represented  with  his  head  bleeding.  The 
altar-piece  here,  by  Perugino,  pleases  me  more 
than  any  I  have  as  yet  seen  by  this  painter. 
The  Madonna  and  Child  sit  in  the  centre, 
supported  by  angels ;  the  distance  is  filled 
up  by  adoring  saints,  gradually  diminishing 
in  size  in  the  distance,  and  all  dressed  in 
white.  There  is  something  very  holy  in 
Perugino' s  angels. 

Our  next  visit  was  to  the  Conservatorio, 
an  excellent  institution  for  orphans.  Three 
nuns  inhabit  the  building,  and  take  care  of 
the  young  girls,  of  whom  there  are  at  present 
fifteen.  They  are  admitted  at  seven,  and 
instructed  in  making  carpets  and  coarse 
woollen  shawls.  We  went  all  over  the 
establishment,  into  the  work-rooms  and  dor- 
mitories :  everything  was  very  nicely  ar- 
ranged. 

These  girls  are  only  seen  when  they  walk 
in  procession  to  mass  on  festas,  but  they  are 
in  great  demand  as  wives.  Each  one  upon 
marriage  is  presented  with  a  small  dowry, 
and  they  are  said  to  be  very  well  brought 
up,  and  to  make  excellent  wives.  "We  sat 
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down  in  the  parlour,  talking  to  the  good 
sisters,  and  iced  lemonade,  with  wafers  made 
in  the  convent,  was  brought  in  by  a  very 
pleasing  girl  of  seventeen  who  was  to  be 
married  the  next  day.  We  gave  her  our 
good  wishes.  She  said  she  was  very  sorry 
to  leave  the  establishment,  where  she  had 
been  perfectly  happy. 

This  was  the  last  place  we  visited.  We 
were  at  home  by  eleven,  and  found  a  car- 
riage just  come  from  Eome.  We  heard  that 
there  have  been  thirty  cases  of  cholera,  and 
that  people  are  flying  away  in  every  direc- 
tion; that  it  has  broken  out  with  great 
severity  in  Genoa,  forty  and  fifty  people 
dying  daily,  and  nearly  as  many  in  Leghorn. 

Italians  are  so  frightened  about  illness  that 
they  run  away  and  leave  the  sick  person. 
There  is  an  establishment  of  French  sisters 
of  Charity  here,  who  might  perhaps  attend  a 
heretic ;  but  I  should  not  like,  when  dead, 
to  be  thrown  out  like  a  dog  without  Christian 
burial. 

In  the  evening  we  went  out  of  one  of  the 
city  gates  to  the  church  of  St.  Giuliana.  It 
is  a  very  striking  building,  being  composed 
of  blocks  of  black  and  white  stone.  The 
tower  is  surmounted  by  a  very  elegant,  lofty, 
and  highly-decorated  spire.  The  church  is 
large  and  handsome.  There  is  a  very  in- 
teresting picture,  by  Alfani,  of  Mary,  with 
St.  John  and  St.  Margaret ;  but  the  treasure 
is  opposite.  The  picture  itself  is  the 
work  of  Perugino,  and  represents  St.  John, 
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when  an  old  man,  in  Patmos,  writing  his 
Apocalypse,  with  a  landscape  in  the  back- 
ground. In  a  lunette  above,  within  the 
same  frame,  is  the  Eternal  Father,  said  to  be 
by  Rafael. 

Underneath  large  altar-pieces  there  is  often 
a  long  narrow  picture,  the  length  of  the  altar, 
called  the  "Predella,"  and  frequently  contain- 
ing several  small  scenes,  in  compartments,  on  a 
much  smaller  scale.  This  preclella  is  said  to 
be  by  Raphael,  and  consists  of  three  subjects 
— Christ  raising  the  widow's  son,  St.  John 
in  the  cauldron  of  boiling  oil,  and  the  opening 
of  the  Virgin's  tomb.  I  do  not,  however, 
feel  sure  that  they  are  the  work  of  the  a  prince 
of  painters ;"  if  so,  they  were  painted  in  his 
early  days. 

It  was  a  lovely  evening,  and  we  remained 
some  time  walking  about  the  lanes.  This 
is  the  least  steep  side  of  Perugia,  and  through 
this  gate  of  St.  Carlo  is  the  thoroughfare  into 
Tuscany.  As  we  came  back,  the  fashionables 
of  Perugia  were  promenading  under  the  trees, 
on  the  great  walk  leading  from  the  Porta 
Romana  up  to  the  fort.  I  like  to  sit  here 
and  see  the  carriages  enter,  dragged  up  by 
the  fine  oxen. 

On  our  return  we  found  Marquis  0 

and  Don  Porfidio,  the  "  Ceremoniale  "  of  the 
Cardinal  (literally  his  prompter  at  the  cere- 
monies), come  to  visit  us.  Count  F 

ordered  ices,  and  we  had  much  pleasant  con- 
versation till  eleven  o'clock. 

The  Italian  plan  of  paying  calls  in  an 
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evening  is  very  agreeable.  In  the  daytime 
we  are  out  seeing  sights,  and  it  is  very 
pleasant  to  see  our  friends  and  acquaintances 
when  we  are  at  home  and  disengaged. 
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LETTEE  XI. 

Perugia,  Aug.  6th,  1854. 

My  dear  Brother, — I  must  begin  my  letter 
io-day  with  the  account  of  the  university, 
where,  you  will  remember,  I  had  promised 
to  go  on  Friday,  August  4th.  Count  and 

'Countess  F accompanied  me,  and  we 

-called  for  Signor  C on  our  way.     The 

university  is  a  large  handsome  building,  for- 
merly belonging  to  the  Olivetani  monks. 
On  the  first  floor  is  a  long  corridor,  full  of 
models  of  ancient  statues.  All  the  best  in 
the  Vatican  are  to  be  found  here  in  "  sca- 
gliola,"  a  mixture  of  plaster  of  Paris  and 
other  ingredients,  which  is  an  excellent  imi- 
tation of  marble,  the  surface  being  glossy, 
instead  of  rough,  as  in  the  common  plaster 
casts.  Each  statue  bears  the  name  of  the 
donor.  From  this  corridor  open  doors,  con- 
ducting into  rooms  in  which  are  various 
subjects.  Two  rooms  contain  an  excellent 
collection  of  stuffed  birds  of  Italy  and  North 
America.  The  collection  of  minerals  and 
fossil  shells  occupies  three  large  narrow  cham- 
bers, and  is  very  well  arranged.  We  were 
told  that  the  anatomical  figures  and  wax 
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models  were  very  good,  but  did  not  feel  any 
curiosity  to  see  them.  I  was  very  much 
pleased  with  the  philosophical  instruments — 
there  were  three  rooms  full ;  we  saw  a  very 
large  electrical  machine,  which  had  .been 
made  in  Perugia.  Many  of  the  most  emi- 
nent natural  philosophers  were  Italians  :  the 
inventor  of  the  mariner's  compass,  Flavio 
Gioja,  of  Amain ;  Alberti,  the  Florentine, 
invented  the  camera  optica  in  the  fifteenth 
century  ;  Porta,  a  Neapolitan,  found  out  the 
camera  obscura  in  the  sixteenth.  In  the 
following  century  nourished  the  great  Gali- 
leo, and  since  his  days  the  names  of  some  of 
our  philosophical  instruments  show  their 
Italian  discoverers. 

All  that  I  see  of  this  people  induces  me 
to  consider  them  as  peculiarly  intelligent, 
with  great  natural  talent  and  quickness. 
They  have  not  the  application  of  the  northern 
nations,  and  work  under  great  disadvantages, 
as  the  tendency  of  their  government,  both  in 
church  and  state,  is  to  crush  talent  and  keep 
back  discovery,  lest  its  subjects  should  be- 
come too  enlightened  to  endure  its  despotism. 
How  different  from  what  a  government  ought 
to  be! 

There  is  a  very  large  and  interesting  col- 
lection of  Etruscan  antiquities.  Urns,  with 
recumbent  figures  on  the  lids ;  vases  of  all 
shapes,  and  bronze  utensils.  The  most  inter- 
esting thing  is  a  sarcophagus,  found  outside 
one  of  the  city  gates  six  years  since.  It  is 
six  feet  long,  and  two  and  a-half  high,  of 
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pure  white  marble ;  on  the  front  is  a  bas- 
relief  representing  an  emigration — a  band  of 
people  leaving  their  country,  their  furniture 
packed  up  in  wagons  and  upon  mules.  On 
the  two  ends  are  representations  of  feasts — 
recumbent  figures  are  served  by  slaves ; 
the  ancient  form  of  the  patera  and  vase, 
and  several  musical  instruments,  are  repre- 
sented in  these  bas-reliefs.  There  are  many 
curious  inscriptions  taken  from  the  various 
tombs,  which  must  be  read  like  Hebrew, 
from  right  to  left.  One  found  at  the  tower 
of  Samano  (three  miles  distant)  is  called  the 
queen  of  inscriptions,  as  it  is  the  longest  that 
has  ever  been  discovered. 

The  library  contains  a  tolerable  collection 
of  books,  which  are  not  allowed  to  be  taken 
out  of  the  room,  but  any  one  may  read  here 
who  likes.  We  saw  some  most  exquisite 
wood  carving,  preserved  under  glass  shades. 
The  academy  of  the  fine  arts  is  also  a  part  of 
the  university  ;  the  collection  of  pictures  is 
very  small  but  interesting,  as  almost  all  are 
very  old.  Two  by  Perugino  have  been, 
removed  here  from  the  council  chamber ; 
there  is  a  large  picture  by  Alfani,  two  exqui- 
site Giannicolas,  several  by  Fiorenze  da  Lo- 
renzo, and  six  groups  of  saints  by  Pinturec- 
chio.  Perugia  is  very  proud  of  this  last 
artist ;  he  was  born  here  in  1454,  and  his 
real  name  was  Betti.  He  painted  in  Rome 
and  in  Siena,  where  he  died  in  1513,  from 
the  neglect  of  his  wicked  wife,  Grania,  who 
would  not  attend  to  him  properly  during  his 
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illness.  Pietro  Yannucci,  however,  is  the 
idol  of  the  inhabitants  of  Perugia.  "  What 
do  you  think  of  our  Pietro  ?"  is  a  yery  com- 
mon question ;  and  certainly  the  works  of 
this  great  man  can  only  be  properly  studied 
in  his  native  city,  where  such  treasures 
remain,  though,  alas  !  too  many  of  his  frescoes 
have  perished.  I  ought  not  to  call  Perugia 
exactly  his  native  city,  for  he  was  born  at 
Citta  della  Pieve,  about  twenty-eight  miles 
off,  in  the  year  1446.  When  very  young, 
his  father  brought  him  to  Perugia,  and 
placed  him  under  the  care  of  Buonfigli. 
The  young  painter  had  the  most  ardent 
love  for  his  adopted  city  (whence  his  name 
Perugino),  and  never  could  bear  to  be  long 
absent  from  it,  always  returning  there  with 
great  delight  both  from  Eome,  where  he 
went  twice  to  paint  for  the  Sistine  Chapel, 
and  from  Florence,  where  he  went  frequently, 
but  never  would  settle  there,  notwithstanding 
great  solicitations.  He  continued  his  art  to 
the  last ;  a  picture  of  his,  painted  at  the  age 
of  seventy-two,  is  preserved  with  great  care. 
In  1524,  he  died  of  the  plague,  at  Fontig- 
nano,  half-way  between  Citta  della  Pieve 
and  Perugia.  As  he  surpassed  his  master, 
so  in  his  turn  he  had  to  yield  to  his  pupil 
Eafael,  whose  early  paintings  resemble 
Pietro' s  greatly.  I  am  told  that  Vasari 
makes  Pietro  to  have  been  an  unbeliever, 
but  this  was  not  the  case.  Indeed  all  his 
works  bear  the  marks  of  the  Christian.  His 
Madonnas  have  such  a  touching,  pure,  and 
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holy  expression ;  such  adoration  is  expressed 
in  the  countenances  of  his  saints.  I  am 
becoming  a  most  warm  admirer  of  Peru- 
gino's,  and  feel  how  much  art  is  indebted  to 
him,  as  the  connecting  link  between  the 
stiffness  of  the  early  school  and  the  perfection 
of  Rafael.  I  have  no  books  of  reference, 
but  I  think  these  few  details  gathered  on  the 
spot  will  be  interesting  to  you.  With  the 
paintings  our  visit  to  the  university  ended, 
and  very  much  pleased  we  all  were.  It 
would  do  credit  to  a  far  larger  and  richer 
place  than  Perugia. 

On  our  return  to  the  inn,  Count  F 

went  to  procure  a  ticket  of  admission  to  the 
celebrated  lunatic  asylum,  which  can  be  seen 
every  Friday  by  an  order,  which  is  never 
refused  to  respectable  people.  At  five  o'clock 
we  sallied  forth,  and  left  the  city  by  the  gate 
of  St.  Margaret. 

The  asylum  is  a  large  handsome  building, 
standing  in  nice  grounds.  Upon  ringing  the 
bell,  and  showing  our  ticket,  an  attendant 
came  to  conduct  us  over  all.  He  was  a  very 
intelligent  man,  and  seemed  so  right-minded 
and  truly  interested  in  the  unfortunate  pa- 
tients. It  was  founded  thirty-six  years  since 
by  a  cardinal,  who  gave  the  land  and  a  convent 
(which  never  was  so  useful  before).  A  most 
excellent  physician,  Dr.  Santi,  who  devoted 
his  whole  time  to  study  insanity,  took  up  his 
abode  within  the  walls,  and  never  deserted 
his  post  till  his  death,  five  years  since.  Co- 
*ereion  has  never  been  used  here ;  gentleness 
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and  kindness  have  always  reigned,  and  have 
been  attended  with  the  most  beneficial  ef- 
fects, for  at  least  half  of  the  patients  admitted 
each  year  are  cured,  and  enabled  to  return 
to  their  homes.  There  are  now  a  hundred 
inmates — fifty-six  males  and  forty-four  fe- 
males. 

We  went  all  over  the  establishment,  which 
is  admirably  conducted;  all  is  very  clean, 
and  the  comfort  and  good  of  the  poor  luna- 
tics is  studied  in  every  way.  In  the  parlour 
the  furniture  is  covered  and  embroidered  by 
the  females,  and  there  are  busts,  figures,  oil 
and  water-colour  paintings,  the  work  of  the 
men.  Each  person  is  encouraged  to  occupy 
himself,  and  the  peculiar  bent  of  each  one's 
mind  is  followed  out  as  much  as  possible. 
The  baths  are  beautifully  arranged.  When 
a  patient  proves  very  refractory,  he  is  put 
into  a  dark  room,  the  walls  and  floor  of  which 
are  thickly  padded,  so  that  he  cannot  injure 
himself,  and  no  case  has  occurred  in  which 
this  room  has  failed  to  produce  quiet.  It 
seems  that  darkness  is  very  useful  in  calming 
the  paroxysms. 

The  patients  are  divided  into  four  classes^ 
according  to  the  sum  they  pay.  The  lowest 
pay  six  dollars  per  month,  and  are  poor 
people;  they  have  large  dormitories,  and 
those  who  are  capable  are  employed  in 
labour,  the  men  in  the  garden  and  grounds, 
and  the  women  wash  and  iron.  The  second 
class  pay  nine,  and  the  third  twelve  dollars 
per  month.  The  highest  class  only  pay  fif- 
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teen  dollars  (£3  7s.)  per  month;  for  this, 
each  one  has  a  nice  bedroom,  with  a  servant 
to  sleep  in  the  same  room  and  attend  to 
them.  They  are  allowed  to  employ  them- 
selves as  they  please,  and  have  a  common 
dining-room  and  parlour.  We  saw  the  sup- 
per prepared  for  the  gentlemen  ;  it  consisted 
of  soup,  cold  meat,  bread,  and  fruit. 

Great  use  is  made  of  the  bath,  the  tempe- 
rature of  which  is  regulated  according  to  the 
case.  Yery  little  medicine  is  given.  The 
pure  air  and  exquisite  view  must  be  of  great 
service.  The  men  attend  divine  service  in 
the  body  of  the  chapel,  the  women  are  in 
galleries  behind  gratings. 

We  went  into  many  of  the  ladies'  private 
rooms ;  all  the  servants  seemed  very  clean  and 
respectable.  A  young  English  girl  is  here; 
we  saw  her  combing  her  hair  at  the  window : 
-it  is  feared  her  malady  will  end  in  idiocy. 
'The  worst  case  is  a  Eoman  duchess,  whom 
•we  heard  screaming.  We  went  into  the 
large  room  for  the  females  of  the  second 
^class,  where  many  were  ironing ;  several 
came  to  speak  to  us,  and  in  their  counte- 
nances it  was  impossible  to  mistake  their 
malady,  but  all  were  quiet,  there  was  no 
disturbance ;  indeed,  we  heard  nothing  louder 
than  the  usual  tone  of  conversation,  except 
the  screams  of  the  poor  duchess. 

In  one  corner  of  this  large  room  sat  a  very 
handsome  woman,  who  seemed  most  melan- 
choly. She  was  a  Spanish  Princess,  and  had 
l>een  the  abbess  of  a  convent,  when  attacked 
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by  insanity.  Her  family  had  sent  her  here;: 
she  was  quite  harmless,  but  her  mind  hope- 
lessly gone.  She  had  the  best  room  and  an 
attendant,  but  she  often  came  to  this  ironing 
department,  and  used  to  sit  with  her  head 
on  a  table.  Poor  creature !  If  she  could 
tell  her  story,  it  would  probably  be  very 
melancholy  !  Perhaps  driven  against  her 
will  to  a  convent,  where  reason  fled. 

I  made  a  point  of  talking  to  all  who  spoke 
to  me.  One  gentleman,  who  was  mad  on  the 
subject  of  money,  fancying  himself  possessed 
of  millions,  said  he  should  not  forget  the 
English  lady,  and  asked  for  a  flower  I  had, 
which  I  gave  him.  We  were  highly  grati- 
fied with  our  visit. 

I  am  told  that  this  is  one  of  the  very  first 
asylums  in  which  the  plan  of  kindness  was 
tried,  and  certainly  it  has  been  very  successful. 

After  leaving  St.  Margerita,  we  went  to 
the  church  of  St.  Tommaso.  The  altar-piece 
is  said  to  be  the  masterpiece  of  Giannicola 
(a  scholar  of  Perugino's);  the  subject  is  the 
incredulity  of  St.  Thomas.  I  cannot  admire 
it  very  much  ;  the  colouring  is  certainly  ex- 
quisite, and  the  grouping  of  the  figures,  but 
the  dress  and  attitude  of  the  Saviour  are 
theatrical,  and  several  monks  are  introduced 
wearing  the  dresses  of  the  various  religious 
orders,  which  always  appears  to  me  a  great 
mistake,  as  "monks"  are  a  modern  invention, 
and  should  not  be  brought  into  scenes  of  our 
Lord's  life. 

We  next  went  to  St.  Antonio,  which  we? 


ROME,  PERUGIA,  AND  SIENA.  151 

had  some  difficulty  in  finding,  and  when  we 
arrived  the  exterior  was  not  very  church- 
like  ;  but  a  stone  pig,  in  a  dilapidated  state, 
before  the  door,  showed  us  that  we  had  found 
what  we  sought.  The  church  is  almost  as 
dilapidated  as  the  pig,  but  in  the  sacristy  we 
found  a  damaged,  but  still  very  beautiful 
fresco  of  the  Eternal  Father  by  "Senibaldo 
Ibi,"  who  studied  with  Perugino  in  the 
school  of  Buonfigli. 

We  had  a  very  pleasant  moonlight  walk 
home  to  the  hotel. 

On  Saturday  morning  we  went  out  to  see 
sights  near  at  hand.  First  to  the  Palazzo 
Connestabili,  a  very  large  handsome  building 
opposite  to  the  Duomo.  The  family  were 
absent  at  the  seaside.  "We  went  into  the 
state  rooms,  which  bear  traces  of  faded  splen- 
dour and  great  discomfort.  The  picture 
gallery  contains  many  good  works  by  Pin- 
turecchio  and  Sassoferrato,  but  the  gem  of  the 
collection  is  a  very  exquisite  picture  by 
Rafael.  '  It  was  painted  for  this  family,  and 
has  remained  in  their  possession  ever  since, 
which  is  very  unusual  in  Italy,  for  most  of 
the  families  in  bad  times  part  with  their  trea- 
sures. It  is  round  and  very  small,  and  as 
highly  finished  as  a  miniature.  The  Madonna 
stands  in  the  centre.  She  holds  in  her  right 
hand  a  book.  The  infant  Saviour,  supported 
by  her  right  arm  and  left  hand,  gazes  in- 
tently on  the  book,  which  he  also  holds  with 
his  right  hand.  The  child  is  beautifully 
painted,  and  so  is  the  mother's  face;  she 
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seems  to  read,  and  yet  her  eyes  are  directed 
to  her  child.  The  landscape  is  most  carefully 
executed — a  winding  river,  two  trees  in  sun- 
light, snowy  mountains  in  the  distance,  and 
rich  purple  evening  clouds.  The  frame  is  very- 
suitable,  and  of  the  same  date  as  the  painting. 
I  never  heard  of  this  picture  before ;  it  is 
well  worth  careful  study. 

We  then  went  to  the  Duomo.  A  custode 
uncovered  Baroccio's  chef  d'ceuvre,  "  The  De- 
position from  the  Cross";  it  is  indeed  a  most 
beautiful  picture,  the  colouring,  attitudes  of 
the  figures,  and  expression,  all  so  real. 

The  modern  picture  of  the  marriage  of  the 
Virgin,  in  the  chapel  of  the  "  Sant'  Anello," 
is  remarkably  good,  and  there  is  a  very  fine 
old  picture  in  an  antique  frame,  of  the  Virgin 
withSt.  Lorenzo  andSt.  Nicholas  by  Cocchi.  He 
and  also  Eafael,  Mccolo  Monti,  Manni,  Pin- 
turecchio,  Ingegno,  Alfani,  Tiberio  d'Assisi, 
Bossetti,  and  Paolini,  were  scholars  of  Peru- 
gino,  and  their  works  are  to  be  found  in  this 
city. 

Count  F had  requested  Don  Porfidio  to 

show  us  the  library,  and  we  went  there  next. 
In  the  outer  room  is  a  large  collection  of 
modern  books,  Latin,  Italian,  and  French. 
I  noticed  principally  religious  books,  the 
classics  and  translations  from  them,  and 
several  works  on  geography.  In  the  inner 
room  the  treasures  were  preserved. 

A  very  handsome  embossed  silver  case 
was  produced,  containing  forty-eight  leaves 
of  the  Gospel  of  St.  Luke  in  Latin,  supposed 
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io  date  from  the  fifth,  century.  The  charac- 
ters were  in  gold  on  purple  vellum,  and  were 
easy  to  decipher.  Don  Porfidio  was  very 
much  astonished  that  I  could  read  it,  and 

still  more  so  when  Count  F told  him 

that  I  read  Greek.  He  showed  me  many 
most  interesting  manuscripts,  all  Augustin's 
works  written  in  the  twelfth  century,  and 
our  Bede's  in  the  tenth. 

The  good  priest  esteemed  my  venerable 
countryman  greatly,  and  was  delighted  that 
I  had  read  his  ecclesiastical  history;  we  talked 
.about  it,  and  I  related  the  history  of  Bede's 
last  moments,  with  which  my  companion 
was  not  acquainted. 

We  saw  many  choral  books  of  the  fifteenth 
century  exquisitely  illuminated,  with  bor- 
ders round  the  pages,  initial  letters,  and 
whole  pages  most  minutely  and  carefully 
drawn.  Each  of  the  sacraments  was  repre- 
sented. 

"We  then  saw  the  church  vestments,  which 
delighted  the  Countess,  but  did  not  particu- 
larly please  me.  The  gold  embroidery  on  some 
of  the  robes  is  very  rich,  and  the  little  short 
white  dresses  are  trimmed  with  very  hand- 
some old  lace,  at  least  those  for  state  occa- 
sions ;  some  for  everyday  use  are  trimmed 
with  crochet. 

We  were  at  the  hotel  again  by  noon,  for 
in  the  afternoon  we  were  going  an  excursion, 
before  describing  which  I  must  give  you  a 
few  notices  I  have  been  able  to  glean,  as  to 
•the  early  history  of  Perugia. 
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The  earliest  inhabitants  of  Umbria  were  the 
Sikeli,  who  were  driven  away  by  the  Pelasgi, 
a  people  coming  from  Greece  or  Thessaly, 
who  established  many  colonies  in  Umbria, 
three  generations  before  the  Trojan  war. 
The  Etruscans,  or  Easeni,  landed  in  Italy  1250 
years  before  Christ :  it  is  probable  that  they 
came  originally  from  Resen,  the  capital  of 
Aturia  in  Assyria,  and  spent  some  time  in 
Egypt  and  the  Libyan  coast  on  their  way. 
They  probably  landed  at  Gravisea  under  their 
ruler  Tarchon,  and  conquered  all  Etruria 
Proper  from  the  Umbrians,  who  were  a  mix- 
ture of  the  Pelasgi,  and  a  few  of  the  Sikeli 
who  had  submitted  to  their  rule.  It  is  cer- 
tain that  both  of  these  people  were  in  Peru- 
gia at  the  time  of  its  conquest.  Its  name 
may  be  derived  from  prvsh,  "divided,"  or 
prz,  "  to  break  or  overthrow."  It  was  one 
of  the  twelve  dynasties  founded  by  Tarchon, 
and  the  first  king  is  said  to  have  been  called 
Ocnus,  appointed  by  Tarchon  himself.  Perugia 
was  not  so  celebrated  as  some  others  of  the 
Etruscan  cities,  but  still  was  of  considerable 
importance,  and  we  devoted  this  afternoon 
,  to  visiting  some  of  its  antiquities. 

There  are  very  few  carriages  to  be  hired 
at  Perugia,  and  what  there  are,  are  very  bad, 
but  we  ordered  the  best  we  could  get,  and 

Count  and  Countess  F and  I  started  at 

three  o'clock  to  the  Scavi ;  the  place  is  so 
called  because  excavations  have  been  made 
there.  The  old  road  was  very  steep,  and 
while  turning  it  to  a  more  gradual  ascent> 
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thirteen  years  since,  the  first  of  these  tombs 
was  found. 

We  drove  first  for  about  two  miles  to  a 
11  palace" — for  this  high-sounding  name  is 
given  to  all  country-houses  of  any  size. 
Here  is  a  kind  of  museum,  containing  all 
the  curiosities  which  have  been  removed 
from  the  tombs ;  they  are  very  badly  ar- 
ranged, and  not  very  interesting,  so  we  did 
not  stay  long  examining  them.  We  found 
the  custode  and  went  to  the  principal  tomb, 
which  consists  of  eight  chambers  hewn  out 
of  the  rock;  this  belonged  to  the  great 
family  of  the  Yolunni.  From  the  roof  of 
the  entrance- chamber  hangs  a  small  figure 
of  exquisite  workmanship  representing  the 
genius  or  presiding  deity.  It  is  made  of 
terra-cotta,  but  age  and  damp  have  caused  it 
to  seem  of  bronze.  The  innermost  chamber 
is  left  in  the  same  state  as  when  first  dis- 
covered. Another  genius  hangs  from  the 
roof,  and  five  figures  (three  female  and  two 
male),  the  size  of  life,  rest  on  funeral  urns. 
One  female  figure  sits,  which  is  not  a  com- 
mon attitude. 

The  principal  rooms  were  appropriated  to 
the  family;  the  confidential  servants  were 
placed  in  side  chambers.  The  guide  directed 
our  attention  to  one  sepulchral  urn  of  great 
beauty,  and  of  much  later  date ;  it  contains 
the  ashes  of  a  daughter  of  the  Yolunni,  who 
married  a  Eoman.  It  is  in  the  shape  of  a 
house  with  a  tiled  roof,  and  on  each  side  are 
bas-reliefs — bulls'  heads,  and  birds  in  various 
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attitudes — some  are  picking  grapes,  and  one 
has  a  butterfly  and  another  a  cicada  in  its 
mouth.  This  tomb  is  upwards  of  2,500 
years  old,  and  is  most  interesting ;  the  work- 
manship of  the  highest  order.  Curious  bronze 
heads  and  necks  of  snakes  project  from  the 
walls  of  some  of  the  chambers,  as  if  to  an- 
swer the  purpose  of  hooks;  two  Medusa's 
heads,  and  a  representation  of  the  sun  with 
rays,  and  various  inscriptions,  were  pointed 
out  to  us. 

"We  then  ascended  the  hill,  which  is  quite 
a  necropolis,  and  perfectly  burrowed  with 
tombs ;  twenty-one  different  sepulchres  have 
already  been  excavated,  and  we  looked  into 
all  ]  some  were  small,  only  having  one  cham- 
ber ;  the  urns  and  vases  had  been  removed, 
and  doors  were  not  put  to  these.  All  the 
larger  ones  were  fastened  with  wooden  doors 
under  lock  and  key.  In  that  of  the  Cesi 
family  there  were  many  cinerary  urns,  but  only 
three  had  figures  upon  them.  In  that  of  the 
Versia  were  several,  but  not  of  particular 
merit.  In  the  Vezi  tomb  many  of  the  urns 
were  coloured,  and  the  figures  also,  but  red 
and  yellow  were  the  only  colours  well  pre- 
served. The  Petronio  tomb  is  supposed  to 
be  earlier  than  the  others,  as  the  workman- 
ship of  the  urns  is  ruder.  Here  is  another 
half  Eoman  urn ;  on  one  side  is  a  Latin  and 
on  another  an  Etruscan  inscription.  All 
these  burying  places  are  cut  out  of  a  tufa 
rock,  and  in  the  lower  tombs  are  strata  of 
breccia. 
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It  was  very  interesting  to  stand  in  the 
cemetery  of  a  race  so  long  extinct ;  probably 
many  more  tombs  will  be  discovered,  as  this 
seems  to  have  been  the  "  campo  santo"  of 
ancient  Perugia;  and  all  the  hills  around 
may  be  full  of  tombs.  The  ground  belongs 
to  a  noble  family  whose  name  I  forget,  and 
part  of  it  to  the  nuns  of  the  convent  of 
Monte  Luce,  and  excavations  proceed  but 
slowly.  We  spent  some  time  in  examining 
all  most  closely,  and  then  returned  to  our  car- 
riage and  drove  home. 

"While  we  were  eating  our  supper  of  cakes 
and  ices,  a  family  came  in  who  had  just 
arrived  from  Kome  ;  they  said  there  had  been 
thirty  deaths  of  cholera  last  Wednesday,  and 
that  there  was  general  consternation,  every 
one  that  could  afford  wishing  to  leave  the  city. 
Yetturini  were  asking  enormous  prices, 
twenty  dollars  per  seat  to  Perugia,  while  I 
last  week  only  paid  six.  Naples,  Genoa, 
and  Leghorn  are  suffering  severely  from  the 
pestilence,  and  quarantine  is  established  in 
every  direction.  I  am  very  glad  to  be  in 
this  healthy  place. 
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LETTEE  XII. 

Perugia,  Aug.  12,  1854. 

My  dear  Brother, — Many  of  the  chapels 
of  the  confraternities  are  only  open  on  Sun- 
days. Count  and  Countess  F had  fixed 

to  go  out  to  see  churches  and  pictures  early 
on  the  morning  of  the  6th,  and  invited  me 
to  accompany  them,  which  I  did.  We  were 
to  breakfast  on  our  return,  so  I  took  a  bit  of 
bread  and  was  ready  to  start  soon  after  seven. 
We  first  went  to  the  church  of  St.  Francesco, 
which  is  ugly  outwardly,  but  the  interior  is 
very  rich,  and  it  contains  many  first-rate 
pictures ;  two  are  very  old.  One  is  a  Madonna 
of  uncertain  date,  but  evidently  of  the  By- 
zantine style ;  this  was  very  much  injured  in 
the  days  of  Buonfigli,  and  he  was  employed 
to  touch  it  up.  Another  Madonna  by  Cima- 
bue  dates  from  1280.  Many  pictures  by 
Alfani  are  very  beautiful,  particularly  one 
of  the  Crucifixion.  His  Nativity  is  most 
lovely,  and  in  a  lunette  over  it  is  an  "  Eter- 
nal Father,"  ascribed  to  Eafael.  St.  Antonio 
and  St.  Bernard  is  a  fine  picture  of  the 
school  of  Perugino.  There  are  several  by 
this  great  master  himself;  one  is  admirable, 
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representing  St.  John  the  Baptist,  Jerome, 
Sebastian,  and  two  monastic  saints,  Francis 
and  Bernardino.  Here  is  his  last  work,  the 
Martyrdom  of  St.  Sebastian,  painted  when 
Perugino  was  seventy-two ;  it  is  not  in  his 
usual  style,  but  is  interesting  as  his  last, 
and  wonderful  as  executed  at  so  advanced 
an  age. 

In  the  sacristy  are  many  old  pictures  by 
Buonfigli,  Pisanello,  and  Fiorenzio,  not  par- 
ticularly good,  and  sadly  neglected.  In  a 
box  are  preserved  the  bones  of  Braccio  For- 
tebraccia,  the  conqueror  of  Rome,  who  fell 
at  the  siege  of  Aquila  in  1425.  As  he  died 
excommunicate,  he  was  never  properly 
buried ;  it  is  a  disgrace  that  his  bones  should 
be  treated  in  this  way,  for  he  was  a  great 
man.  The  sacristan  was  very  anxious  to  get 
the  key  and  open  the  box,  but  I  did  not  wish 

it  at  all.  Signor  C told  me  that  when 

he  was  a  boy  he  had  seen  them,  and  had 
taken  away  a  small  piece. 

The  confraternita  of  St.  Bernardo,  called 
also  "  La  Giustizia,"  is  close  by,  and  we 
went  there.  The  facade  is  very  handsome, 
richly  decorated  with  ornaments  and  statues 
by  Luca  della  Eobbia.  In  the  chapel  are 
two  pictures  more  curious  than  beautiful. 
One  is  a  large  crucifix  on  a  gold  ground  ;  the 
figure  of  our  Lord  is  much  distorted  and  out 
of  good  drawing;  several  figures  stand  at  the 
foot ;  this  was  painted  upon  wood  in  the  year 
1272  by  Margeritone.  The  other  is  an 
altar-piece  by  Buonfigli,  representing  our 
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Lord  sitting,  and  St.  Bernardino  standing  by 
Him. 

The  oratory,  a  small  chapel  within  the 
larger,  is  very  rich ;  the  gilding  of  the  roof 
is  very  handsome,  and  the  walls  are  entirely 
covered  with  good  modern  paintings,  for  the 
"  brotherhood"  is  very  rich,  and  has  lately 
spent  large  sums  of  money  on  this  chapel. 
The  treasure,  however,  is  an  exquisite  altar- 
piece  by  Perugino  ;  the  Madonna  and  Child 
attended  by  Sts.  Francis  and  Bernardino. 
In  the  sacristy  we  saw  the  most  beautiful 
specimen  of  embroidery,  executed  about 
twenty  years  since  by  Margerita  Lazi  of 
Perugia ;  it  is  a  banner  which  is  carried  in 
processions  of  the  confraternity,  and  is  of 
marone-coloured  velvet  worked  with  gold ; 
figures,  flowers,  arabesque  patterns,  all 
equally  beautiful  and  highly  in  relief. 

We  then  went  into  the  oratory  of  the  con- 
fraternita  of  St.  Francesco,  which  is  very 
highly  -decorated  and  full  of  pictures,  but 
none  of  them  are  very  striking.  I  was  so 
hungry  on  our  return  to  the  "  Corona,"  that 
instead  of  coffee  and  eggs  I  took  a  mut- 
ton chop  and  lemonade.  My  friends  always 
have  meat  and  wine  for  breakfast,  except  on 
fast  days,  which  the  countess  observes  most 
rigidly. 

It  proved  a  wet  evening,  so  that  we  did 

not  go  out.     Marquis  0 paid  us  a  visit 

to  offer  me  his  services  ;  he  is  quite  a  gentle- 
man of  the  old  school,  full  of  punctilios  and 
chivalry  towards  ladies ;  his  wife  is  an  Eng- 


ROME,  PERUGIA,  AND  SIENA.  161 

lishwoman,  and  is  now  in  her  native  land. 
Her  husband,  from  age  and  infirmity,  is  un- 
able to  undertake  the  long  journey  to  Eng- 
land, and  therefore  is  spending  the  time  of 
her  absence  at  Perugia,  which  he  considers 
one  of  the  healthiest  summer  residences  in 
Italy,  but  the  very  coldest  in  winter,  from 
its  elevated  and  exposed  situation. 

The  next  morning  the  Marquis  came  to 
take  us  to  see  "  La  Sala  del  Cambio,"  the 
Exchange.  It  is  now  very  little  used,  but 
was  once  the  great  place  of  resort  for  all  the 
merchants  of  Perugia ;  and  her  first  painter 
was  employed  to  adorn  it,  which  he  has  in- 
deed done,  as  these  frescoes  are  the  best  of 
his  works.  On  the  end  wall,  opposite  to  the 
entrance,  are  two  exquisite  pictures — the 
Nativity  and  Transfiguration.  In  this  latter 
painting,  our  Lord's  figure  is  in  a  large  oval 
glory,  and  is  commonly  represented  in  this 
way  by  Perugino  and  his  scholars.  On  the 
left  hand  is  a  small  portrait  of  the  artist  by 
his  own  hand,  and  two  very  large  frescoes, 
with  many  figures  the  size  of  life.  These 
are  the  principal  lawgivers  and  warriors  of 
the  ancient  world,  and  six  are  represented  in 
each  fresco.  Above,  in  the  clouds  over  each, 
is  the  virtue  for  which  he  was  most  celebrated. 
Lycurgus,  Solon,  Cyrus,  Numa  Pompilius, 
Horatius  Codes,  and  Camillus  are  the  best. 
On  the  right  hand  is  an  exquisite  picture  of 
some  of  the  prophets  and  kings  who  an- 
nounced our  Lord's  coming,  accompanied  by 
the  Sibyls.  In  the  face  of  Daniel,  Perugino 

M 
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has  drawn  the  portrait  of  Eafael,  and  in 
that  of  Jeremiah  you  see  Pinturecchio ;  Isaiah, 
Moses,  David,  and  Solomon  are  the  other 
figures.  This  last  has  a  most  lovely  face — 
almost  too  soft  and  gentle  for  a  man.  The 
Erythraean,  Persian,  Cumaean,  Libyan,  Tibur- 
tine,  and  Delphic  Sibyls  are  all  represented 
as  young  and  beautiful  women.  The  heads 
of  the  first  and  fourth  are  said  to  be  by 
Eafael.  On  the  roof  are  frescoes  of  the 
seven  planets :  Venus  is  represented  as  a 
beautiful  woman  in  a  chariot,  and  the  others 
in  a  similar  way. 

The  little  chapel  adjoining  is  the  richest 
I  ever  saw.  The  walls  are  entirely  covered 
with  fine  frescoes,  the  work  of  Perugino  and 
his  scholars ;  Giannicola  furnished  three  large 
pieces — the  Birth,  the  Decollation,  and  the 
Bringing  in  the  Head  of  John  the  Baptist. 
The  altar-piece,  John  the  Baptist  in  the 
Wilderness,  and  the  Meeting  of  Mary  and 
Elizabeth,  are  by  Lo  Spagna;  and  a  very 
beautiful  small  picture  of  the  Eternal  Father, 
upon  the  front  of  the  altar,  is  by  Perugino. 
The  frescoes  are  divided  by  arabesque  pat- 
terns, the  work  of  the  inferior  scholars. 
Upon  the  vaulted  and  grained  roof  are  the 
Eternal  Father  and  the  four  evangelists  by 
Eafael.  But  his  most  interesting  work  in 
this  chapel  is  the  Sibyls.  There  are  two 
arches,  and  over  these  are  two  Sibyls,  one  on 
each  side  of  the  arch.  These  were  painted 
when  Eafael  was  very  young  ;  but  .the 
attitudes  are  graceful,  and  the  colouring  very 
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pleasing.  I  was  very  much  gratified  to  see 
them ;  they  gave  the  young  painter  the  idea 
for  the  four  Sibyls  which  he  afterwards 
painted  in  the  church  of  St.  Maria  della 
Pace  in  Borne,  one  of  his  chefs  dJceumo.  I 
examined  them  attentively,  and  was  deeply 
interested  to  trace  the  gradual  unfolding  of 
this  great  man's  talent. 

We  examined  the  beautiful  decorated  doors 
of  the  public  palace,  and  all  the  buildings 
around  the  Duomo,  and  then  came  home.  In 
the  afternoon  was  a  thunder-storm,  so  we 
did  not  go  out  any  more. 

Count  and  Countess  F and  I  assembled 

in  the  large  sitting-room,  talked,  examined 
maps,  and  worked.  I  think  I  have  not  told 
you  anything  about  my  friends.  They  are 
French,  from  Brittany.  Count  F 's  an- 
cestors were  originally  Welsh,  who,  in  the 
time  of  Edward  L,  fled  into  Brittany,  and 
settled  there.  His  father  was  one  of  the 
loyal  nobles,  and  suffered  greatly  in  the  wars 
-of  La  Vendee.  When  Louis  Philippe  came 

to  the  throne,  the  F s  considered  him  as 

a,  usurper,  and  withdrew  from  court  to  their 
estates.  They  consider  the  Duke  de  Bordeaux 
as  their  rightful  sovereign,  and  say  that, 
should  he  die  without  issue,  they  would 
rather  recognise  the  Emperor  than  see  any 
of  the  Orleans  family  upon  the  throne.  They 
are,  in  age,  between  thirty-five  and  forty. 
The  Count  is  extremely  handsome,  and  most 
courteous  in  his  manner,  with  all  the  charm 
of  the  old  French  noblesse.  He  talks  his  own. 
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language  and  Italian,  and  is  an  observant 
man,  a  most  agreeable  companion,  and  very 
glad  to  talk  about  his  own  country.  The 
countess  is  small  and  delicate,  but  quick 
and  intelligent.  She  is  a  devoted  follower  of 
he?  religion,  constantly  going  to  confession  ; 
she  keeps  a  journal,  and  we  often  compare 
notes  together,  I  translating  mine  into  French. 
They  have  no  children,  and  came  into  Italy 
for  her  health  two  years  since,  and  have  never 
returned  to  their  own  country,  as  Italy  agrees 
with  her  much  better.  "We  are  the  greatest 
of  friends. 

I  have  a  large  book  by  Mrs.  Jamieson,  on 

the  history  of  the  saints,  which  Madame  F 

admires  extremely.  I  translate  parts  of  it 
into  French,  and  also  extracts  from  "Murray's 
Handbook, ' '  and  she  writes  down  notes.  They 
are  the  greatest  possible  gain  to  me :  we  agree 
so  well  in  all  our  tastes,  and  I  am  glad  of  the 
opportunity  of  speaking  French.  The  coun- 
tess is  very  much  surprised  to  find  I  know 
more  of  the  legends  of  the  saints  than  she 
does,  can  distinguish  them  by  their  emblems, 
and  can  tell  the  history  of  the  catacombs  and 
the  dates  of  the  early  councils.  She  thought 
heretics  neither  knew  nor  cared  about  such 
things.  We  often  have  religious  arguments, 
and  I  tell  them  that  they  are  the  dissenters 
and  innovators,  and  I  constantly  allege  in 
proof  the  articles  added  by  the  Council  of 
Trent  to  the  primitive  creed  which  we  hold. 

Tuesday  7th  was  a  beautiful  day,  after  the 
thunder.      We  thought  we  would  make  a 
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pilgrimage  to  the  house  of  Pemgino,  and, 
having  heard  it  was  18  Via  Deliziosa,  sallied 
forth  after  breakfast  to  look  for  it.  We 
passed  through  numbers  of  small  narrow 
streets,  till  we  found  what  we  wanted. 

A  very  civil  woman  let  us  in.  The  house 
has  been  entirely  modernised.  A  man  who 
makes  statuettes  in  clay  and  bronze  now  lives 
here.  Still  I  liked  to  think  I  was  in  the  house 
whence  so  many  treasures  had  come  forth  to 
all  parts  of  Europe.  We  were  anxious  to  see 
a  fresco  of  his  father,  painted  by  Pietro  as  his 
patron  saint  Christopher  ;  but  we  were  told 
that  this  fresco  had  been  transferred  to  can- 
vas and  sent  to  Eome  seven  years  since. 

The  church  of  the  Philippines  (monks  of 
the  order  of  St.  Philip)  being  very  near,  we 
entered^it.  It  is  large  and  richly  decorated 
with  marbles,  but  dirty  and  badly  kept. 
The  best  pictures  are  the  Birth  of  the  Virgin, 
by  Pietro  da  Cortona ;  her  Presentation  in 
the  Temple,  by  Scaramuccia,  and  the  same 
subject  by  Andrea  del  Sacchi,  the  painter  of 
the  Vision  of  St.  Eomuald  in  the  Vatican  at 
Eome. 

We  then  went  to  the  church  of  St.  Pio- 
renzo,  where  the  great  architect  Alessi  is 
buried.  There  is  a  very  fine  picture,  the 
Virgin  reading  with  the  Child  in  her  arms, 
and  St.  John  and  St.  Nicholas  standing  by. 
It  is  a  copy  by  Niccolo  Monti  of  a  picture  of 
Eafael's. 

There  is  a  great  curiosity  in  this  church — 
a  gonfalon  or  sacred  banner.  It  was  painted 
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by  Buonfigli  in  1466,  to  be  carried  in  pro- 
cession to  avert  the  plague,  which  attacked 
Perugia  that  year.  In  the  upper  part  sit  the 
Virgin  and  Child,  looking  down  sorrowfully 
upon  an  angel,  who  carries  a  long  scroll,  with 
a  Latin  exhortation  to  the  city,  to  repent  of 
the  sins  which  had  brought  such  a  judgment 
upon  her.  There  are  four  gonfalons  in  the 
city  besides  this — viz.,  one  at  St.  Maria  Nuova, 
oneatSt.Domenico,oneatSt.Francesco,andone 
at  the  Duomo.  This  last  we  were  not  allowed' 
to  see.  Eegular  officers  were  appointed  to 
carry  these  sacred  banners,  and  though  they 
are  now  never  moved  from  their  resting- 
places,  still  the  title  "  Gonfaloniere  "  remains. 

I  went  next  and  took  a  sketch  of  the  Palazza 
Comunale,  and  returned  to  the  hotel.  In  the 
evening  we  all  agreed  we  preferred  a  walk  to 
visiting  pictures,  for  it  was  rather  late  when 
we  went  out ;  so,  after  taking  a  stroll  through 
Porta  St.  Carlo,  we  went  to  a  modern  circus, 
built  against  the  city  wall.  "We  entered  one 
of  the  boxes,  and  saw  the  boys  and  young 
men  playing  at  "  pallone,"  a  very  favourite 
game.  The  players  wear  on  their  right  hands 
a  kind  of  gauntlet  armed  with  wooden  spikes, 
with  which  they  strike  a  ball,  and  try  not  to 
allow  it  to  fall. 

It  was  a  glorious  evening,  and  the  moon, 
now  at  her  full,  was  shining  brightly,  so  that 
I  greatly  enjoyed  being  out  of  doors,  though 
the""  pallone  "  did  not  interest  me  much. 

The  next  morning  I  was  introduced  to 
Signer  P and  two  of  his  six  daughters. 
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He  is  agent  to  Torlonia,  and  has  a  large 

hardware  store  here.  Count  F banks 

with  him.  I  was  invited  to  accompany  the 
party  to  see  the  Palazzo  Meniconi,  and  was 
very  glad  to  do  so. 

The  palace  is  a  large  gloomy  building  in  a 
small  narrow  street.  The  picture  gallery  is 
small,  but  excellent.  One  of  the  young 
ladies,  Alcmena  P ,  directed  my  atten- 
tion to  the  works  of  several  TJmbrian 
painters,  who  are  scarcely  known  beyond 
their  own  country,  though  of  great  merit. 
Two  small  long  pictures,  the  Presentation 
of  Christ  in  the  Temple,  and  the  Adoration  of 
the  Magi,  are  attributed  to  Eafael.  There 
are  several  pictures  of  the  Bologna  school — 
one,  a  St.  Barbara,  is  very  lovely.  I  greatly 
admired  St.  Agnes,  by  Andrea  Sacchi,  and 
the  Studio  of  an  Artist,  by  Titian. 

We  did  not  attempt  to  see  anything  more 
till  half-past  five,  when  we  went  to  the 
Duomo  to  hear  the  vespers  for  the  eve  of  St. 
Laurence's  day.  The  music  lasted  from  six 
to  eight,  and  was  by  no  means  first-rate. 
The  cardinal  and  dignitaries  were  present, 
but  I  was  very  tired  and  glad  when  it  was 
over,  and  found  a  walk  by  moonlight  along 
the  ramparts  much  more  agreeable. 

Thursday  was  a  great  day  in  Perugia,  the 
festival  of  St.  Lawrence,  the  patron  saint  of 
the  Duomo.  We  went  there  at  half-past 
ten,  and  got  good  places  for  the  mass.  A 
musical  service  had  been  written  for  the 
occasion,  and  was  performed  by  a  full  choir. 
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Parts  of  it  were  very  fine,  but  the  choruses 
were  extremely  noisy,  and  the  whole  style 
was  more  like  operatic  than  church  music. 
The  procession  was  very  fine  as  it  swept  up 
the  church,  the  cardinal  giving  his  blessing 
as  he  passed.  He  took  his  seat  in  a  side 
chapel,  where  the  office  of  Tierce  was 
chanted  before  they  went  up  to  the  high 
altar  for  the  mass.  The  decorations  were 
very  tasteful;  temporary  seats  hung  with 
scarlet  were  erected,  and  altogether  the 
scene  was  very  striking.  Perugia  is  the 
third  city  in  size  in  the  States  of  the  Church, 
ranking  after  Borne  and  Bologna.  It  is 
governed  by  an  ecclesiastical  ruler,  a  bishop 
called  "  II  Delegate,"  who  holds  courts  and 
administers  justice.  He  wore  the  purple 
episcopal  robes,  and  sat  in  a  chair  of  state. 
The  four  "  gonfalonieri"  had  black  velvet 
dresses,  ruffs  round  their  necks,  and  ruffles, 
gold  chains,  and  swords.  All  the  other  func- 
tionaries were  in  full  dress.  The  cardinal  is  a 
fine-looking  man,  very  tall.  He  wore  scarlet 
robes  and  a  jewelled  mitre,  and  carried  in 
his  hand  his  crosier. 

The  dress  of  the  soldiers  is  most  pictu- 
resque— tight  jackets,  with  a  kind  of  full 
frill  round  them.  Their  steel  weapons 
flashed  in  the  sun's  rays,  and  altogether, 
with  the  graceful  columns,  lofty  groined 
roof,  and  Gothic  building,  the  scene  recalled 
to  one's  mind  the  feudal  pomp  of  the  middle 
ages,  and  did  not  seem,  at  all  like  the  nine- 
teenth century.  Four  of  the  young  ladies 
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of  the  P family  were  near  us,  and  told 

us  what  was  going  on  when  we  could  not 
follow  with  our  books.  At  one  o'clock  the 
service  concluded,  the  cardinal  rising,  and, 
with  outstretched  arms,  giving  the  pontifical 
"blessing  and  indulgence,  the  same  that  the 

Pope  does  at  Easter.     Countess  F .  had 

the  words  in  a  little  book,  which  she 
lent  me. 

"We  returned  home  to  rest,  and  at  seven 
went  to  the  Duomo  again  to  vespers.  The 
delegate  was  there,  but  not  the  cardinal. 
We  only  stayed  a  few  minutes,  and  then 
went  to  the  public  promenade,  where  we 
sat  till  dark.  All  the  aristocracy  of  Perugia 
were  walking  about.  Very  few  carriages 
are  kept,  for  the  city  stands  so  high  that 
horses  cannot  drag  up  a  carriage  at  all 
heavily  laden. 

The  next  day  I  began  to  think  of  leaving 
Perugia,  and  went  to  make  inquiries  about 
conveyances.  The  diligence  travels  all  night 
to  Chiusi,  whence  another  starts  for  Siena 
the  following  night.  I  did  not  much  like 
the  idea  of  such  fatiguing  travelling,  and 
while  considering  about  it  went  to  the  post. 

There  I  found   a  letter  from  Mrs.  P , 

advising  me  to  stay  where  I  am.  Cholera  is 
very  bad  in  Tuscany,  at  Pontedera,  and 
Casciana,  and  she  thinks  I  had  better  give 
up  the  baths,  rather  than  run  the  risk  of 
going  to  infected  places.  Therefore  I  decided 
to  continue  here  for  a  time. 

In  the  evening  Marquis  0 came  by 
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appointment,  to  conduct  us  to  see  the  fort- 
ress. Griselda  and  Alcmena  P went 

with  us.  This  fortress  was  once  extremely 
strong,  and  built  by  Pope  Paul  III.  to  hold 
the  troops  he  stationed  there  to  keep  the 
Perugians  obedient,  for  they  were  very  apt 
to  rebel  on  every  possible  opportunity.  A 
revolution  broke  out  here  when  the  late  one 
in  Eome  began,  but  was  soon  quelled.  The 
delegate,  fearing  that  the  insurgents  would 
get  possession  of  this  fortress,  ordered  it  to- 
be  destroyed,  and  this  strong  building  was 
ruined.  Now  the  government  see  their  folly, 
and  have  ordered  that  the  materials  should 
be  built  up  for  a  "  caserma,"  or  barrack. 
There  was  very  little  to  be  seen,  but  we 
walked  about  the  ruins,  and  were  told  "  this 
was  the  dining-room,"  this  "  the  guard- 
room," &c. 

The  little  chapel  still  remains,  but  its  fres- 
coes by  Adoni  are  destroyed;  the  flooring 
consists  of  very  good  ancient  encaustic  tiles. 
The  view  over  the  plain  is  very  lovely.  I 
very  much  enjoyed  the  company  of  the  two- 
Italian  girls ;  they  are  far  more  educated  and 
refined  than  any  of  their  countrywomen  I 
have  yet  met.  Griselda  has  studied  German, 
and  talks  it  well.  They  do  not  know  French, 
never  having  had  the  opportunity  of  learning, 
but  are  very  anxious  to  do  so,  and  English 
also  ;  they  promised  to  send  me  some  German 
books  to  read. 

This  morning  (Saturday)  I  went  out 
directly  after  breakfast  to  sketch  a  very  pic- 
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turesque  archway  called  ll  L'Arco  della 
Sposa,"  and  a  little  church  adjoining  it,  with 
a  very  beautiful  window,  called  La  Madonna 
della  Luce.  On  my  return  I  found  a  little 
volume  of  poems  by  Guido  Griiner  in  Ger- 
man, which  Signorina  P has  sent ;  they 

seem  very  pretty. 

We  went  out  in  the  evening,  but  I  was 
very  glad  to  come  in,  for  the  wind  was  very 
high,  and  it  really  was  quite  cold.  My 
French  friends  feel  the  heat,  and  rejoice 
greatly  at  the  change,  but  I  do  not  at  all. 
It  is  said  that  this  wind  makes  Perugia  very 
healthy,  blowing  away  all  pestilence. 
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LETTEE  XIII. 

Hotel  de  la  Corona,  Perugia,  Aug.  25,  1854. 

My  dear  Brother, — I  have  often  wished  to 
see  the  ceremony  of  a  nun  taking  the  veil, 
but  have  never  had  the  opportunity  of  wit- 
nessing it  till  now.  I  shall  give  you  a 
detailed  account,  as  what  I  saw  differed  in 
many  respects  from  the  accounts  I  had  read. 
My  French  friends  did  not  care  to  go,  so  I 
breakfasted  at  eight,  and  went  by  myself. 

The  little  church  of  St.  Benedetta,  where 
the  ceremony  was  to  take  place,  was  difficult 
to  find,  but  at  last  I  caught  a  sight  of  the 
cardinal's  carriage,  and,  by  following  it, 
arrived  at  my  destination.  The  church  was 
very  small,  and  the  decorations  gaudy,  and 
in  bad  taste.  There  was  a  great  crowd,  but 
the  people  made  room  for  me  to  sit  at  the 
altar  rails,  and  I  saw  all  very  well.  A  space 
was  enclosed  in  front  of  the  altar,  within 
which,  close  by  me,  knelt  "La  Sposa."  She 
was  splendidly  dressed,  in  brocaded  white 
satin  looped  up  over  a  white  glace  petticoat, 
and  trimmed  with  blonde.  Her  long  black 
hair  was  beautifully  dressed,  and  over  it 
hung  a  rich  veil  of  blonde,  fastened  with  a 
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wreath  of  myrtles  and  white  roses,  and  she 
wore  pearl  and  diamond  ornaments.  She 
seemed  about  twenty-four  years  old,  and  was 
rather  pretty.  She  sat  on  a  seat  covered 
with  red  cloth,  with  a  desk  to  kneel  at.  Her 
godmother  sat  by  her,  and  her  bridesmaid,  a 
pretty  little  child  about  ten  years  old,  very 
gaily  dressed. 

Mass  had  begun  when  I  entered.  When 
it  was  over  the  cardinal  went  out  to  change 
his  robes,  and  came  in  with  his  usual  red 
dress,  and  short  white  robe  trimmed  with 
lace.  He  knelt  some  time  before  the  altar, 
muttering  something  I  could  not  make  out, 
but  was  told  it  was  "  Cose  di  Chiesa."  An 
ornamented  chair  was  then  placed  in  front  of 
the  altar ;  he  sat  down,  and  was  robed  again. 
"When  this  was  over  a  sign  was  made  to  "La 
Sposa,"  who  came  and  knelt  at  his  feet.  A 
notary  read  a  long  paper,  signifying  that 
"  Rosa"  wished  to  receive  at  the  hands  of 
Cardinal  Pecchi  the  investiture  of  the  order 
of  female  capuchins,  and  that  her  dowry  had 
been  paid  to  the  convent. 

The  cardinal  then  asked,  "  Do  you,  Rosa, 
voluntarily  and  without  compulsion  enter 
this  convent  ?"  She  replied,  hurriedly,  "  Si, 
si,"  still  kneeling  she  repeated  the  Confiteor, 
and  the  cardinal  the  absolution,  and  after- 
wards several  other  prayers.  Her  nosegay 
of  flowers  was  taken  and  given  to  the  little 
child,  and  a  lighted  candle  placed  in  her 
hand,  with  a  prayer  that  she  might  receive 
heavenly  light.  She  then  rose  and  went  to 
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her  seat  with,  her  candle.  The  candlesticks, 
&c.,  upon  the  altar  were  removed,  and  a 
large  basket  placed  upon  it  containing  the 
nun's  dress  and  a  crown  of  thorns.  While 
this  was  going  on  the  cardinal  knelt  in 
prayer ;  when  he  rose  he  sprinkled  the  dress 
with  holy  water,  incensed  it,  and  blessed  it 
with  several  prayers.  His  chair  was  brought 
back,  he  sat  down,  and  Eosa  knelt  at  his 
feet  as  before.  He  first  sprinkled  her  with 
holy  water,  then  put  round  her  neck  a 
knotted  cord  as  the  sign  of  obedience,  with 
a  Latin  exhortation.  The  crucifix  was  fast- 
ened to  her  side,  and  the  crown  of  thorns 
placed  upon  her  head,  with  exhortations 
which  I  could  not  follow.  Lastly,  a  large 
heavy  wooden  cross,  nearly  as  high  as  her- 
self, was  fixed  upon  her  left  shoulder,  and 
she  rose  bearing  her  burdens,  which  con- 
trasted painfully  with  the  white  satin  and 
blonde, 

The  choir  struck  up  the  hymn  "Veni 
Sponsa  Christi,"  room  was  made  through  the 
crowd,  and  she  left  the  church,  crossing  a 
small  yard  to  the  convent,  where  she  re- 
mained about  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  The 
altar  in  this  church  was  about  two  yards 
distant  from  the  wall  behind  it ;  in  this  wall 
was  a  grating  communicating  with  the  con- 
vent. In  front  of  this  grating  the  cardinal's 
chair  was  placed,  as  "  Kosa"  had  now  left 
the  world  for  ever,  and  never  again  could  set 
her  foot  beyond  the  convent.  The  grating 
was  so  small  that  I  could  not  see  Eosa,  who 
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knelt  at  the  other  side  of  it,  but  I  heard  all 
very  well.  The  cardinal  rose  and  cut  off  a 
lock  of  her  hair ;  he  then  told  her  that  her 
name  was  no  longer  Eosa,  but  Sister  Maria 
Crocinssa. 

He  blessed  each  part  of  the  dress  separately, 

and  passed  it  through  the  hole  in  the  grating. 

I  saw  a  coarse  brown  woollen  dress,  white 

hood,  frontlet,  and  neckcloth,  and  a  pair  of 

wooden  soles  with  leathern  sandals,  for  I  was 

told  these   nuns   wear    neither    shoes   nor 

stockings.     When  the  new  sister  had  been 

invested  with  her  clothes,  the  choir,  priests, 

;and  nuns  sang  "  Kyrie  Eleison,"  but  it  had 

not  at  all  the  effect  I  expected,  as  the  nuns' 

voices  were  harsh  and  unmusical,  and  the 

-priests'  were  cracked.  The  cardinal  then  gave 

an  Italian  exhortation,  partly  extempore  and 

partly  from  notes  he  held  in  his  hand.     He 

exhorted  Maria  Crocifissa  to  go  on  as  she  had 

begun,  and  to  study  to  be  a  faithful  daughter 

of  St.  Clara,  to  effect  which  he  gave  her 

several  rules.     Much  that  he  said  was  very 

good    about    the    necessity    of    self-denial, 

prayer,    and   earnestness   in  God's  service, 

but  much  was  very  Popish,  recommending 

invocation  of  saints  and  peculiar   veneration 

of  Maria  Santissima.     Lastly  he  rose   up, 

his  jewelled  mitre  was  put  on  his  head,  and 

he  gave  the  nun  a  solemn  benediction.     He 

then,  followed  by  the  priests,  went  into  the 

convent,  and  I  heard  that  a  collation  was  set 

before  them — I  saw  trays  of  ices  carried  in, 

which  would  be  at  the  expense  of  poor  Eosa. 
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There  was  no  black  veil,  no  cutting  off  the 
whole  of  her  hair,  no  bridal  coronet — all  was 
sad  and  melancholy,  and  I  felt  very  depressed 
and  sorry  for  the  poor  girl,  and  glad  to  be  at 
home  and  read  the  service  of  our  own  church 
and  the  Bible. 

In  the^evening  one  of  the  P family 

called  and  told  me  more  of  Rosa ;  she  was 
the  daughter  of  wealthy  parents,  and  had 
been  engaged  to  be  married.  Her  lover 
proved  faithless,  and  the  poor  girl  took  it  to 
heart  so  sadly  that  she  insisted  upon  taking 
the  veil.  Her  relations  opposed  her  wish 
for  some  time,  but  at  last  gave  way  and  paid 
her  dowry.  She  selected  the  order  of  the 
female  capuchins,  as  the  strictest.  They 
always  retire  to  bed  at  "  Ave  Maria,"  rise 
at  midnight,  and  continue  in  prayer  till 
morning;  they  pass  their  lives  in  prayer, 
listening  to  sermons,  meditation,  and  morti- 
fication, fasting  almost  constantly. 

Poor  Eosa  !  I  saw  her  for  a  minute  at  the 
grating  wearing  her  brown  dress,  white 
hood,  and  over  it  the  crown  of  thorns*  This 
was  the  last  time  her  face  would  be  ever 
seen  except  by  the  inmates  of  the  convent, 
for  the  nuns  of  this  order  never  see  their 
relations  again.  Once  in  the  month  they 
are  allowed  to  go  into  the  parlour,  which  is 
divided  into  two  parts,  and  at  the  top  of  the 
partition  is  a  grating,  but  far  too  high  to 
look  through,  though  it  conveys  the  sound  of 
the  voice.  Their  salutation  is  "  ci  sentiremo," 
we  shall  hear  each  other  again,  instead  of 
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the  usual  a  ci  rivedremo,"  we  shall  see  each 
other  again. 

Eosa  seemed  very  much  in  earnest,  and 
collected  in  her  behaviour ;  she  will,  I  fear, 
deeply  regret  the  step  she  has  taken  when 
the  first  fervour  is  over,  and  time  has  dulled 
the  sense  of  injury  which  led  her  thus  to 
sacrifice  herself.  The  ornaments  she  wore 
were  lent  by  various  members  of  her  family. 

We  went  out  at  seven  o'clock  to  see  a 
small  chapel  called  "  La  Maesta  del  Yolto,'r 
in  a  back  street  near  the  arch  of  Augustus. 
We  saw  a  curious  old  crucifix  and  altar- 
piece  dating  1260.  We  then  went  to  the 
promenade,  and  sat  long  in  my  favourite 
corner  by  the  fort  watching  the  bright  lilac 
on  the  mountains  gradually  fade  away  and 
night  steal  on. 

On  Monday  morning  I  went  out  by  my- 
self to  sketch  la  Porta  Marzia.  This  is  an  old 
Etruscan  gateway  of  large  blocks  of  stones, 
ornaments  of  pillars  and  balls,  and  some 
small  figures  (mostly  headless)  in  niches.  The- 
arch  was  falling  into  decay,  so  Paul  III.  had 
it  built  into  the  city  wall  under  the  fort, 
where  it  answers  no  useful  purpose^  the 
archway  being  built  up  with  stones.  There 
was  a  small  wooden  door  leading  under  it 
into  the  dungeons  of  the  fort,  and  I  heard 
that  there  were  "oubliettes"  there,  holes  into 
which  the  wretched  victim  falls  and  lies 
11  forgotten"  indeed,  till  he  dies  of  famine. 

After  dinner  Count  and  Countess  F 

and  I  went  out  to  see  the  fair  of  the  Ma- 

N 
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donna  di  Monte  Luce.  This  is  a  very 
interesting  church  outside  the  walls  of 
Perugia.  The  exterior  is  formed  of  blocks 
of  white,  red,  and  black  marble,  and  there 
is  a  very  fine  rose  window  over  the  doorway. 
The  tower  adjoining  is  very  shabby,  of 
wood ;  and  round  the  court  are  the  cloisters 
of  the  convent,  in  which  there  are  many 
nuns,  as  this  is  a  rich  foundation,  and  many 
girls  are  sent  here  for  education.  The  capu- 
chin nuns  neither  visit  the  sick  nor  teach 
the  young. 

The  architecture  of  this  church  is  inter- 
esting, as  showing  the  change  from  the 
Gothic  into  the  classical  style.  The  interior 
is  very  rich ;  there  is  a  beautiful,  picture  of 
the  school  of  Perugino  representing  the 
Virgin  and  Child,  with  the  Sts.  John  Baptist, 
Antony,  Jerome,  and  Bonaventura.  There 
are  also  four  very  beautiful  small  pictures 
by  Alberto  Paolini,  forming  the  "  predella" 
(or  long,  narrow  picture  underneath  the 
altar-piece)  to  Bafael's  picture  of  the 
Coronation  of  the  Virgin  which  once  was 
here,  but  now  is  in  the  gallery  of  the 
Vatican. 

A  small  hill  near  the  church  was  covered 
with  booths,  where  the  fair  was  going  on. 
We  walked  about  enjoying  the  sight  of  the 
happy  children,  for  whom  the  wares  exhi- 
bited were  most  suited.  Such  a  collection  of 
rubbish  I  never  did  behold.  There  were 
many  stalls  of  toys,  and  of  "terraglia," 
articles  of  brown  earthenware ;  also  rosaries, 
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crucifixes,  and  medals,  and  common  ribbons 
and  flowers.  The  poorer  classes  were  the 
purchasers,  and  the  richer  walked  about 
looking  at  them.  The  fair  is  to  last  for  a 
week,  during  which  the  aristocratic  prome- 
nade will  be  here. 

Upon  our  return  we  had  a  small  con- 
versazione— some  members  of  the  P 

family,  Marquis  0 ,  Don  Porfidio,  and  a 

very  intelligent  French  priest,  who  has  just 
returned  from  Loreto,  and  gives  a  lively 
description  of  the  "  Holy  House."  We 
were  told  that  the  Princess  Caniiio  is  dead ; 
she  was  afraid  of  the  cholera,  and  fled  from 
Borne  to  Naples,  where  the  dreaded  disease 
was  much  worse,  caught  it,  and  was  dead  in 
a  few  hours.  At  Naples  more  than  three 
hundred  die  daily  of  cholera.  From  Rome 
there  are  no  returns,  but  the  malady  is  there, 
and  great  precautions  are  taken,  cholera 
hospitals  being  erected  in  all  quarters  of  the 
••city. 

The  next  four  days  I  saw  nothing,  for  I 
was  very  ill  with  neuralgia,  and  obliged  to 
keep  the  house.  Attilia,  the  eldest  daughter 
of  the  landlady,  was  most  attentive,  and  when 
I  was  well  enough  to  go  into  the  sitting 
room  I  had  the  society  of  Count  and  Countess 

F ,  the    French    priest,    and    the    old 

Marquis. 

The  cholera  is  increasing.  The  deaths 
from  it  at  Naples  exceed  500  a-day.  At 
Leghorn  and  Genoa  also  it  is  raging.  One 
man  escaping  from  Rome,  brought  the 
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malady  with  him,  was  taken  ill,  and  died 
at  Spoleto.  Apprehension  is  entertained 
lest  it  should  reach  Perugia.  Every  lodging 
here  is  full  with  refugees  from  Home,  as 
there  is  no  frontier  to  cross  or  quarantine 
to  endure. 

On  Saturday  I  was  pretty  well  again ;  and 
hearing  that  there  was  a  "festa"  in  the  Palazzo 
Comunale,  I  determined  to  go.  The  exquisite 
gateway  of  the  palace  had  often  arrested 
my  attention.  It,  like  the  fountain  by  the 
Duomo,  is  ornamented  with  allegorical  figures, 
and  all  the  neighbouring  towns  are  repre- 
sented as  animals:  Orvieto,  a  goose;  Siena,  a 
wolf  for  instance.  I  had  often  tried  to  enter 
the  palace,  but  without  success.  To-day,  how- 
ever, the  door  was  open,  and  the  passages 
and  staircase  strewn  with  bits  of  box  and  bay- 
tree,  the  sure  sign  of  a  festa. 

We  passed  through  several  large  deserted- 
looking  rooms,  till  we  reached  the  chapel.  It 
is  extremely  small,  hung  with  crimson  cloth. 
There  are  ten  pictures,  none  of  them  first- 
rate;  the  altar-piece,  however,  is  very  good, 
the  madonna  and  four  saints,  and  is  either 
by  the  hand  of  Perugino  or  one  of  his  most 
skilful  pupils.  The  mass  was  very  slovenly 
performed  by  three  priests,  who  looked  very 
dirty  under  their  gorgeous  robes.  The  music 
was  in  the  ante-room,  in  which  were  most  of 
the  worshippers,  the  chapel  only  holding  very 
few.  In  this  ante-room  were  many  portraits 
of  cardinals,  and  a  large  disagreeable  picture 
of  Samson  and  Delilah,  by  Alfani.  In  the 
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next  room  were  large  full-length  portraits  of 
warriors;  among  others  I  saw  Braccio  Forte- 
braccio. 

"We  then  went  upstairs  to  the  highest 
floor,  where  the  delegate  or  episcopal  go- 
vernor lives ;  he  was  not  at  home,  and  we 
were  allowed  to  see  his  apartments.  In  the 
guard-room  the  walls  are  covered  with  fres- 
coes representing  scenes  from  the  life  of  St. 
Ercolano,  one  of  the  early  bishops  of  Perugia, 
who  was  beheaded  outside  the  city  walls. 
These  frescoes  are  by  Buonfigli,  and  have 
been  much  injured.  In  the  reception-room 
is  a  ceiling  and  frieze  round  the  wall  repre- 
senting battles.  The  custode  said  they  were 
the  work  of  Perugino,  but  I  am  sure  they 
are  not,  as  battle  pieces  are  not  his  style.  The 
colouring  and  execution  are  both  good.  The 
views  from  these  windows  are  very  fine  over 
the  surrounding  country. 

Perugia  is  quite  a  middle-age  city.  The  pe- 
culiar style  of  architecture,  the  palaces, 
churches,  pictures,  soldiers,  manners  and  cus- 
toms, all  remind  one  of  feudal  times,  far  more 
than  either  Eome  or  Naples. 

Before  my  bedroom  window  is  a  small 
balcony,  upon  which  are  cocks  and  hens  in 
baskets.  These  birds  began  to-day  to  make 
a  great  noise.  I  was  told  they  are  to  be  sold 
at  the  fair  of  St.  Giuliana  in  a  few  days. 

On  Sunday  20th,  I  went  to  the  Duomo 
early:  having  been  told  there  would  be  a 
sermon  at  nine  o'clock  in  German.  Most  of 
the  soldiers  in  Perugia  are  German  Swiss, 
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and  they  have  a  chaplain  who  is  said  to  preach 
very  well.  All  the  soldiers  were  marched 
in,  and  arranged  in  files  up  the  nave.  Firstly 
came  the  mass,  and  then  a  kind  of  calling 
over  to  see  who  was  present,  but  there  was 
no  sermon  at  all. 

In  the  evening  the  niece  and  nephew  of 
the  Archbishop  of  Assisi  (whom  we  had  seen 
the  day  of  the  pardon  of  St.  Francis)  arrived 
at  La  Corona,  to  stay  a  few  days.  They  were 
particularly  nice  people.  They  live  in  Eome, 
but  left  because  of  the  cholera.  They  talked 
French,  saying  they  were  glad  of  the  op- 
portunity. Italians  generally  pronounce 
French  very  badly,  and  these  good  people 
were  no  exceptions  to  the  general  rule.  They 
cannot  manage  the  letter  "  U" 

They  asked  us  to  take  a  walk  with  them, 
and  we  went  towards  Monte  Luce.  A  great 
crowd  was  gathered  together  there  for  the 
tombola,  or  lottery.  All  our  party  except 
myself  had  bought  tickets  at  five  baiocchi  a 
piece.  These  contained  numbers,  and  when 
four  of  these  numbers  came  up  on  the  card 
in  the  wheel,  the  possessor  of  them  was  de- 
clared the  winner.  The  prize,  800  zwanzigers, 
about  <£25,  was  won  by  a  cook,  and  he  was 
heartily  congratulated  by  all ;  there  seemed 
so  much  good  feeling  among  the  crowd,  who 
rejoiced  at  the  good  fortune  of  the  cook,  rather 
than  lamented  their  individual  failures.  A 
band  of  military  music  played  between  the 
turnings  of  the  wheel,  and  altogether  it  was 
a  scene  very  characteristic  of  Italy,  and  quite 
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new  to  me,     The  P family  were  there, 

and  introduced  me  to  several  Italians,  and  we 
formed  quite  a  band  with  all  our  acquaint- 
ances. English  people  are  very  rare  in  this 
city,  and  all  were  anxious  to  talk  to  me,  hear 
about  England,  and  ask  what  I  thought  of 
Perugia. 

The  following  morning  I  went  by  appoint- 
ment to  call  on  the  P family,  and  re- 
mained with  them  two  hours.  Their  house  is 
in  a  dark  narrow  street,  but  the  back  windows 
command  a  glorious  view.  These  girls  please 
me  very  much ;  they  have  extraordinary 
names,  Alcmena,Griselda,  Attilia,  Ines,  Corne- 
lia, and  Penelope.  Their  only  brother  is  called 
Alexander,  and  the  parents  are  named  Alex- 
ander and  Odda.  The  father  is  a  most  oblig- 
ing man,  so  young-looking  that  he  seems  like 
the  brother  of  his  daughters.  The  second 
and  third  girls  speak  German  very  well,  and 
were  glad  to  talk  to  me  in  that  language. 
They  had  learnt  it  from  the  wife  of  one  of 
the  Swiss  officers.  I  had  heard  that  the 
women  of  Perugia  were  better  educated  than 
other  Italians,  and  certainly  I  have  not  found 
any  so  intelligent  as  these  girls.  They 
seemed  acquainted  with  the  literature  of 
their  own  country,  and  to  be  very  anxious  to 
improve  themselves,  regretting  much  there 
were  no  masters  to  teach  French  and  Eng- 
lish. Their  needle  work  was  beautiful,  em- 
broidery in  all  its  branches,  and  they  made 
exquisite  artificial  flowers.  One  of  the  girls 
said  to  me,  "Every  Perugian  loves  art;  it  is  an 
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inheritance  descending  to  us  from  our  great 
Pietro."  Though  they  did  not  draw,  they 
understood  the  merits  of  paintings,  and  gave 
excellent  critiques  upon  them.  Griselda, 
with  the  warmth  of  the  Italian  character, 
began  a  friendship  with  me,  and  was  most 
affectionate.  I  liked  her  extremely.  I  heard 
she  wrote  poetry.  Her  intelligent  counte- 
nance was  shaded  by  melancholy.  She  was 
engaged  to  be  married,  but  her  lover  took 
part  in  the  revolution,  was  exiled,  and  is  living 
in  Piedmont,  without  any  hopes  of  being 
allowed  to  return  to  his  native  land.  Alcmena 
was  still  more  unfortunate.  At  twenty  she 
was  on  the  point  of  being  married  when  her 
lover  died  suddenly.  After  two  or  three 
years  she  was  again  engaged,  but  her  in- 
tended not  only  took  part  in  the  revolution, 
but  became  a  Protestant.  She  is  now 
twenty-six  (too  old  she  says  to  marry).  She 
shed  many  tears  as  she  told  me  her  story. 
I  ventured  to  suggest  she  should  go  to  Turin, 
where  her  lover  is  settled  and  doing  well,  but 
she  would  not  hear  of  it,  and  said  she  strove 
to  erase  from  her  heart  the  remembrance  of 
one  who  was  unfaithful  to  his  God,  and  had 
forsaken  the  true  faith  for  heresy.  All  the 
girls  are  fine-looking;  the  youngest,  Penelope, 
about  nineteen  years  old,  is  beautiful. 

On  the  22nd  I  did  nothing  except  take  a 
little  turn  in  the  evening.  The  cocks  began 
to  crow  at  3  o'clock,  and  want  of  sleep  made 
me  full  of  pains  and  aches.  I  am  anxiously 
expecting  the  hour  that  is  to  seal  the  doom 
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•of  the  cocks,  and  would  most  willingly  eat 
them. 

On  the  evening  of  the  23rd  Countess  F 

was  not  very  well,  so  her  husband  and  I 
went  without  her  to  see  a  large  building 
which  had  excited  our  curiosity.  It  is  just 
outside  the  city  walls.  A  convent  once  stood 
on  the  spot,  which  has  been  suppressed. 

The  Cardinal  Pecchi  is  very  anxious  to 
improve  the  state  of  female  education,  and 
having  raised  a  sum  of  money,  resolved  to 
improve  and  enlarge  the  convent,  and  make 
an  establishment  to  contain  a  hundred  pu- 
pils. 

"We  went  over  the  whole  building,  and 
very  well  arranged  everything  was — the  va- 
rious class-rooms,  the  refectory,  dormitories, 
teachers'  rooms,  &c.  Music,  dancing,  draw- 
ing, singing,  and  modern  languages,  were 
each  to  have  their  professors,  for  whom 
rooms  were  allotted.  A  pretty  chapel  was 
prepared,  and  the  house  was  to  stand  in  a 
large  pleasure-ground  and  garden ;  the  only 
"want"  that  struck  me,  was  that  of  fire- 
places, there  only  being  four  or  five  in  the 
whole  building. 

I  fear  the  cardinal's  excellent  plan  will 
never  be  carried  out,  for  the  funds  have  been 
mismanaged,  and  are  nearly  finished,  while 
the  building  is  not  nearly  ready  for  pupils. 
Such  an  institution  would  be  a  great  bless- 
ing, and  would  attract  pupils  from  all  parts, 
if  well  carried  on,  as  there  is  a  strong  feeling 
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that  a  conventual  education  is  not  the  best 
for  girls  who  are  to  mix  in  the  world. 

The  following  day,  Don  Porfidio  came  to 
tell  us  that  two  girls  were  to  take  the  white 
veil  on  the  25th,  at  the  convent  of  St.  Giu~ 
liana,  and  that  if  we  liked  to  go  he  would 
have  places  reserved  for  us. 

The  Countess  agreed  to  accompany  me, 
and  we  started  before  eight.  You  will  recol- 
lect that  I  have  described  this  church  to  you 
"before.  It  was  quite  full,  but  orders  had 
been  given  to  make  way  for  us,  and  we  were 
escorted  by  soldiers  to  arm-chairs,  prepared  for 
us  close  to  the  "  grille,"  looking  into  the 
convent.  This  was  very  large,  at  least  fifteen 
or  twenty  feet  long.  The  ceremonial  took 
place  at  the  back  of  the  high  altar,  between 
it  and  the  "  grille."  A  book  containing  the 
prayers  and  order  for  the  ceremony,  as  ob- 
served by  the  Cistercian  nuns,  was  given  to 
me,  so  that  I  could  understand  all  quite  well. 
In  many  small  particulars  this  differs  from 
that  used  by  the  Capuchins.  The  two  girls 
were  splendidly  dressed,  one  in  blue  satin, 
and  the  other  in  blue  silk,  trimmed  with 
blonde.  Their  veils  were  blonde,  and  their 
heads  and  necks  were  covered  with  gold 
chains  and  ornaments.  They  knelt  at  desks, 
with  their  godmothers,  but  there  was  no 
bridesmaid.  One  of  the  girls  was  nineteen, 
the  other  twenty -two,  and  they  were  nice- 
looking,  but  not  pretty. 

When  the  mass  was  over,  they  knelt  at 
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the  cardinal's  feet,  who  began :  "  Esmeralda 
and  Francesca,  do  you  of  your  own  accord, 
and  without  compulsion  or  persuasion,  enter 
this  convent  ?"  They  answered  "  Yes." 
Then  several  prayers  in  Latin  followed,  but  no 
confession  and  absolution,  this  had  been  done 
with  the  confessor  early  in  the  morning.  The 
cardinal  blessed  two  candles,  and  put  them 
into  the  right  hands  of  the  girls  ;  afterwards 
he  blessed  two  mahogany  crosses,  about  a 
yard  long,  and  after  the  girls  had  kissed  them, 
they  took  them  in  their  left  hands,  rose  up, 
and  went  to  their  places.  The  blessing  of 
the  religious  habits  followed,  and  then  the 
girls  knelt  again  before  the  cardinal,  who 
put  upon  their  heads  gay  crowns  of  tinsel 
and  artificial  flowers,  and  gave  a  short  Latin 
exhortation,  after  which  the  girls,  attended 
by  their  godmothers  and  confessors,  left  the 
church,  never  more  to  return. 

The  cardinal's  chair  was  put  before  the 
"  grille,"  in  the  centre  of  which  was  a  small 
door,  which  opened.  Don  Porfidio  beckoned 
to  me  to  stand  at  his  Eminence's  right  hand, 
which  I  did,  and  saw  all  perfectly.  I  saw  a 
large  room,  with  stalls  of  oak  at  the  side, 
and  a  chair  of  state  and  footstool  at  the  left 
hand.  All  the  sisters  (thirty,  besides  pupils) 
had  gone  to  the  door  to  receive  the  postu- 
lants, and  brought  them  up  in  procession,  the 
novices  first,  walking  two-and-two,  each  car- 
rying a  lighted  candle;  the  two  "spose" 
were  the  last,  except  the  abbess,  a  very  hand- 
some woman,  with  a  peculiarly  sweet  coun- 
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tenance,  who  brought  up  the  rear,  bearing  in 
her  hand  an  ivory  crosier.  The  two  girls 
knelt  at  the  grating,  and  behind  them  stood 
the  bridesmaid,  who  appeared  in  the  convent, 
but  not  in  the  church.  She  was  the  best  of 
the  pupils,  who  had  merited  the  distinction 
by  good  conduct.  She  was  a  pretty  girl  of 
thirteen,  dressed  in  white,  with  a  veil  and 
crown  of  white  roses. 

The  cardinal  ordered  the  girls'  heads  to  be 
undressed ;  accordingly  the  nuns  removed  the 
crowns,  veils,  chains,  ornaments,  and  let 
down  the  numerous  little  plaits  of  their  long 
black  hair.  He  then  cut  five  locks  from  the 
head  of  each,  with  a  Latin  prayer  they 
repeated  after  him,  the  meaning  of  which 
was :  "  I  sacrifice  my  hair,  the  ornament  of 
my  head,  to  thee,  0  God,  whose  servant  I 
have  now  vowed  myself." 

While  the  cardinal  washed  his  hands,  the 
girls  were  led  away  to  be  undressed.  They 
soon  returned  in  white  dressing-gowns,  with 
their  hair  all  hanging  down.  Kneeling  at 
the  grating,  each  received  her  dress  en  masse, 
not  each  article  separately.  They  then  knelt 
before  the  abbess,  who  sat  on  her  throne. 
She  bound  up  their  hair,  to  be  cut  quite  close 
afterwards,  and  put  on  the  dress  of  white 
flannel,  with  hoods  and  capes  of  white  linen, 
and  fastened  the  crowns  upon  their  heads. 
"When  they  returned  to  the  grating,  I  hardly 
knew  them  again,  but  the  dress  was  not 
unbecoming. 

The   cardinal   gave   them   the   names   of 


ROilE,  PERUGIA,  AXD  SIEXA.  189 

Maria  Placida  and  Maria  Angelica,  and  told 
them  to  embrace  their  companions.  Accord- 
ingly they  rose,  and  went  to  the  abbess  first, 
kissing  her  cheek  and  left  hand,  afterwards 
the  cheek  of  each  nun  and  pupil,  ending  with 
their  little  bridesmaid ;  the  embraces  seemed 
very  hearty,  indeed  I  was  struck  with  the 
pleasing,  amiable  countenances  of  the  sisters. 

Returning  agayi  to  the  grating,  they  knelt 
down,  and  the  cardinal  gave  a  short  address 
in  Italian,  reminding  them  of  their  duties, 
and  exhorting  them  to  follow  the  footsteps  of 
their  founder,  St.  Bernard,  and  St.  Giuliana, 
whose  day  had  been  chosen  for  their  nuptials 
with  their  Saviour.  A  solemn  benediction 
was  given,  and  all  concluded. 

Don  Porfidio  sent  a  priest  to  conduct  us 
into  the  parlour  of  the  convent,  a  large  room, 
round  which  on  two  sides  was  a  passage 
separated  by  a  grating,  and  behind  it  were 
the  nuns,  the  two  "  spose "  receiving  the 
congratulations  of  their  friends.  We  were 
seated  at  the  table  with  the  cardinal,  the 
godmothers,  and  guests  of  distinction,  and 
refreshments  were  served — ices,  lemonade, 
and  cakes.  The  cardinal  had  coffee,  not 
liking  ice.  The  room  was  quite  full.  Many 
of  the  poor  people  came  to  see  their  relations, 
who  were  "converse,"  or  lay  sisters — servants 
in  the  convent.  I  was  asked  to  go  and 
speak  to  the  young  nuns.  I  felt  puzzled 
what  to  say,  but  hoped  they  would  be  happy, 
and  find  a  convent  life  as  pleasant  as  they 
expected.  They  thanked  me,  and  one  said, 
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"  Oh,  tanto  tanto  felice,"  and  every  look 
betokened  the  happiness  their  words  ex- 
pressed. I  have  no  doubt  but  that  they 
were  very  happy  for  the  time. 

This  convent  is  of  the  Cistercian  order, 
founded  by  St.  Benedict,  and  was  the  most 
aristocratic  in  Perugia,  only  ladies  of  good 
family  being  admitted.  The  abbess  bears 
the  title  of  Countess  of  St.  Egidio,  and  is 
privileged  to  carry  an  ivory  crosier,  and  looks 
after  several  estates  belonging  to  the  con- 
vent. For  many  years  no  ladies  had  pro- 
fessed, and  as  the  building  is  very  large,  and 
requiring  inhabitants,  it  was  decided  that 
these  two  girls  should  be  admitted,  who  were 
rich  "  contadine."  Great  interest  had  been 
made,  and  for  a  long  time  unsuccessfully, 
but  at  last  it  had  been  granted  that  the  coun- 
try girls  should  take  their  places  with  the 
titled  ladies,  to  the  great  joy  of  all  the  rela- 
tions and  the  poor  young  creatures,  who  pro- 
bably will  ere  long  wish  themselves  again  in 
their  plebeian  homes.  They  wear  their 
crowns  till  Sunday  evening,  when  they  are 
taken  off  and  laid  by,  to  be  put  on  their  heads 
in  their  coffins  when  dead.  I  was  told  that 
for  two  nights  the  abbess  and  four  nuns 
accompany  these  girls  to  bed  with  lighted 
torches,  as  is  usual  with  brides  in  Perugia. 
Certainly  the  whole  effect  was  very  different 
from  the  ceremony  I  had  seen  before :  there 
all  was  gloom,  depression,  and  dirt ;  here 
every  one  looked  pleased  and  happy.  The 
dress  is  very  nice  and  clean,  of  fine  white 
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flannel ;  the  novices  wear  white  hoods  and 
little  capes,  the  full  nuns  have  black.  The 
convent  is  said  to  be  most  comfortable,  the 
rooms  very  large  and  airy,  and  the  gardens 
very  nice. 

When  we  came  out,  we  found  the  fair  of 
•St.  Giuliana  had  begun,  to  last  for  three 
days.  It  was  a  very  miserable  affair,  far 
worse  than  that  of  the  Madonna  of  Monte 
Luce ;  and  as  the  mid-day  sun  was  shining 
very  powerfully,  we  were  glad  to  go  home, 
without  bestowing  much  time  and  attention 
upon  the  toys  and  rosaries,  which  were  all 
that  I  saw  exhibited. 
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LETTER  XIV. 

Perugia,  Aug.  28,  1854. 

My  dear  Brother, — -My  last  letter  finished 
with  an  account  of  the  two  young  nuns.  On 
the  evening  of  the  same  day,  my  French 
friends  and  I  went  out  together.  The 
Countess  wanted  to  confess,  so  we  took  her 
to  the  Duomo.  Don  Porfidio  was  engaged 

with  another  lady,  but  Countess  F sat 

down  to  await  her  turn.  The  Count  and  I 
took  a  walk  of  nearly  an  hour ;  I  was  very 
much  interested  with  his  account  of  the  state- 
of  political  parties  in  France. 

The  cardinal  has  appointed  a  "  triduo"  in 
each  week  from  the  present  time  up  to  Oct. 
12  ;  three  days  are  to  be  kept  holy,  with 
litany,  benediction,  and  prayer  to  God  and 
"Maria  Santissima,"  that  the  cholera  may  not 
come  to  Perugia.  This  service  is  to  take  place 
each  week  at  a  different  church,  and  printed 
papers  are  affixed  to  the  church-doors,  stating 
where  the  "triduo"  is  to  be  held  on  the 
appointed  days.  To-day  was  one  of  the 
three  evenings  at  the  Duomo,  and  when  the 
Countess  had  ended  her  confession  she  came 
to  us,  and  we  all  returned  to  the  church. 
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The  service  took  place  at  a  side  altar,  which 
was  decorated  and  lighted  up,  and  consisted 
of,  firstly,  a  long  prayer  in  Italian,  the 
Rosary,  the  Litany  of  the  Saints,  and  the 
Benediction  of  the  Host.  The  cardinal  and 
many  priests  were  present,  but  the  congre- 
gation was  very  small.  Afterwards  we  went 
to  the  post-office,  which  is  open  for  two 
hours  in  the  morning  and  one  in  the  evening 
for  the  distribution  of  letters.  There  is  no 
carrier  ;  every  one  who  wants  letters  goes  to 

the  post  and  asks  for  them.    Madame  F 

had  a  letter  from  the  wife  of  one  of  the 
surgeons  of  the  Papal  army,  saying  that 
almost  every  one  in  Home  had  had  cholerine, 
but  of  cholera  morbus  there  had  been  only 
220  deaths  out  of  400  cases  in  six  weeks.  It 
is  said,  however,  that  the  government  sup- 
presses many  cases,  for  fear  of  causing  con- 
sternation among  so  impressible  a  people  as 
the  Italians  are.  We  then  went  to  my 
favourite  corner  by  the  fort,  but  the  wind 
was  too  cold  for  us  to  remain  there. 

On  our  return  to  the  hotel  we  sent  for  a 
man  who  owned  carriages,  and  agreed  with 
him  to  take  us  to  Lake  Thrasymene  the  fol- 
lowing morning.  Ever  since  my  arrival  in 
Perugia  I  have  longed  to  make  this  expedi- 
tion, but  the  count  and  countess  said  they 
wished  to  go  too,  and  begged  me  to  wait.  I 
do  not  think  they  would  have  made  up  their 
minds  now  to  go,  but  I  would  not  wait  any 
longer,  and  said,  if  they  could  not  accompany 
me.  I  should  invite  some  of  the  P 
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family  to  do  so.  Don  Porfidio  came  in  the 
evening,  and  we  begged  him  to  go  with  us. 
He  was  too  occupied  to  be  absent  from 
Perugia,  but  most  kindly  gave  us  much 
information,  and  sent  us  a  note  of  introduc- 
tion to  a  friend  of  his,  who  would  procure  us 
permission  to  land  upon  one  of  the  islands. 

Saturday,  26th,  was  a  beautiful  day.  We 
had  some  coffee  and  eggs,  and  started  at 
half-past  six,  leaving  the  city  by  the  Porta 
St.  Carlo.  The  drive  was  very  pretty,  the 
road  generally  level,  and  winding  through 
fertile  plains  along  the  valley  of  the  "Caina," 
a  naiTow,  bright,  clear  river.  The  vine  was 
the  great  object  of  cultivation.  A  picturesque 
middle-age  tower,  covered  with  ivy,  upon  a 
very  high  hill,  was  very  conspicuous  long 
before  we  arrived  at  it.  It  is  called  "  La 
Magione,"  and  is  about  ten  miles  from  Peru- 
gia. The  hill  was  so  steep  that  we  had  oxen 
to  drag  us  up.  We  left  the  carnage  when 
we  entered  the  little  village  of  the  same 
name  as  the  tower,  but  there  was  nothing  to 
be  seen ;  the  church  was  shabby,  and  some 
pictures  which  would  have  been  tolerable 
were  quite  ruined  by  the  insertion  of  little 
tinsel  crowns  over  the  head  of  the  Virgin 
and  Child,  a  practice  very  common  in  Italy. 

At  a  short  distance  from  the  village  we 
stopped  again  to  explore  a  most  interesting 
and  picturesque  castle  called  the  Abbey  of 
La  Magione.  It  is  a  square  pile  of  building 
with  four  towers  at  the  corners,  all  of  them 
differing  from  each  other — one  is  round.  In 
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the  centre  is  a  campanile,  or  bell-tower. 
Part  of  the  ancient  wall  still  remains,  and  an 
old  gateway  by  which  we  entered.  The 
interior  is  very  oriental  in  its  appearance ; 
there  is  a  large  court,  round  which  run  gal- 
leries with  arcades,  three  stories  high.  It  is 
occupied  now  by  a  farmer,  and  looked  sadly 
neglected — barrels,  farming  utensils,  pigs, 
poultry,  and  dogs,  being  seen  in  all  parts. 
'The  man  who  showed  us  the  castle  was  very 
intelligent,  and  gave  us  much  interesting 
information  about  its  proprietors.  It  was 
formerly  the  strongest  and  richest  possession 
of  the  Knights  of  St.  John  of  Jerusalem,  and 
still  belongs  to  the  order.  People  usually 
think  that  this  order  exists  no  longer,  but 
this  is  not  the  case.  The  last  grand  master 
'was  L'lle  d'Adam,  when  the  order  was  sup- 
pressed by  Napoleon.  He  died  many  years 
since,  and  has  never  had  a  successor ;  as  he 
"was  the  military  head,  and  the  davs  of  chi- 

*/  7  J 

valry  being  over,  another  is  not  required. 
'The  grand  prior,  formerly  the  second  in 
-command,  is  now  the  first;  he  must  be  a 
cardinal  and  a  Roman  prince.  Cardinal 
Lambruschini,  who  died  two  or  three  months 
since,  held  the  office  for  many  years ;  his 
successor  is  Cardinal  Treschi.  The  master 
lives  in  a  house  belonging  to  the  order, 
in  the  Yia  Condotti,  in  Rome.  I  forget 
iis  name ;  he  is  not  at  all  popular,  and  is 
.said  not  to  have  the  interests  of  the  order  at 
-heart.  There  are  a  great  many  chevaliers, 
who  wear  a  red  uniform  with  black  facing, 
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white  trousers,  and  the  cross  of  their  order  ^ 
they  elect  their  master,  subject  to  the  ap- 
proval of  the  Pope. 

The  revenue  is  derived  from  this  estate  of 
La  Magione.  It  is  paid  to  the  society  of  the 
Propaganda,  who  pay  4,000  crowns  annu- 
ally (rather  more  than  ,£800  English)  to 
the  grand  prior,  and  the  same  sum  to  the- 
sub-prior,  who  always  lives  on  the  Aventine,, 
at  St.  Maria  del  Priorato,  and  is  supposed  to 
do  all  the  business  of  the  order,  the  cardinal 
chief  having  other  occupations  and  places 
of  abode.  The  master  also  receives  4,000 
crowns.  I  conclude  the  Propaganda  make 
something  for  themselves  over  and  above  the 
12,000  crowns  they  pay,  but  this  I  could  not 
learn. 

I  took  a  little  sketch  of  this  interesting 
castle,  and  then  we  entered  the  carriage, 
descended  a  steep  hill,  and  soon  came  in- 
sight of  the  lovely  lake.  It  is  more  than 
thirty  miles  in  circumference,  and  only  four 
miles  broad  in  the  widest  part.  It  really 
was  most  lovely,  surrounded  by  mountains, 
and  the  little  white  villages  nestling  among 
trees  along  its  banks.  We  drove  by  it  for 
about  two  miles,  when  we  stopped  at  the 
little  village  of  St.  Feliciano,  such  a  miserable 
dirty  little  place,  and,  oh,  such  an  inn  ! 
There  was  a  large  kitchen,  and  two  small 
bedrooms,  one  occupied  by  the  family, 
where  the  landlord  lay  sick,  groaning  dread- 
fully. We  ordered  some  food,  and  while  it 
was  being  prepared,  went  out. 


ROME,  PERUGIA,  AND  SIENA.  197 

Count  F took  Don  Porfidio's  note  to 

the  curate,  and  on  his  return  we  went  to  see 
^ahuge  "regina,"  twenty-four  pounds'  weight. 
This  is  an  excellent  fish,  peculiar  to  this 
lake,  and  usually  about  four  or  five  pounds' 
weight.  It  was  being  exhibited,  and  its 
owners  then  meant  to  sell  it  by  the  pound. 
Upon  our  return  to  the  inn  we  found  a  table 
prepared  in  one  of  the  bedrooms.  The  curate 
with  his  vicar  had  arrived,  and  joined  us  in 
our  repast,  which  we  enjoyed  greatly.  We 
had  broiled  fish — "  regina"  and  "  tincha"— 
which  was  excellent,  and  cooked  to  perfec- 
tion; eggs,  potatoes,  and  apples.  The  bread 
was  very  bad.  The  wine  was  said  to  be 
very  good,  but  I  did  not  taste  it.  The  curate 
was  most  polite,  and  so  was  the  vicar,  a  good- 
humoured  young  man  of  twenty-two,  in  a 
suit  of  cotton  velvet,  and  very  unclerical  in 
his  appearance.  He  went  out  to  order  the 
large  boat  belonging  to  the  proprietor  of  the 
island,  for  the  little  cockle-shells  used  for 
fishing  are  very  dangerous  when  there  are 
squalls,  and  there  was  a  good  deal  of  wind. 
When  all  was  ready  we  went  out,  and  found 
a  huge  flat-bottomed  boat  like  a  room.  Four 
chairs  were  prepared  for  the  "forestierr"  and 
"his  reverence,"  and  a  bundle  of  straw  for 
the  vicar,  who  had  selected  a  numerous  crew 
to  manage  the  unwieldy  vessel.  We  were 
soon  off  for  Isola  Polvese,  a  distance  of  two 
miles.  The  poor  priest  did  not  at  all  enjoy 
being  on  the  water  :  there  were  regular 
waves,  and  the  wind  was  so  strong  that 
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the  boat  rocked  greatly.  The  priest  con- 
tinually crossed  himself,  invoked  "  Maria: 
Santissima,"  and  asked  if  we  should  not 
be  drowned.  As  we  approached  the  island 
the  water  was  smoother,  and  was  of  the  most 
delicate  pale  green. 

Besides  the  natural  beauties,  the  historical 
recollections  of  Lake  Thrasymene  add  greatly 
to  one's  pleasure.  These  mountains,  islands, 
and  the  lake  remain  as  they  were  in  the 
days  of  Hannibal.  I  asked  the  vicar  to  show 
me  the  tower  built  on  the  site  of  Hanni- 
bal's camp,  the  Monte  Gualandro,  which  he 
crossed  to  enter  the  valley  of  the  lake,  and 
the  Sanguinetto,  the  little  river  which  ran 
with  Eoman  blood.  All  these  places  were 
at  some  distance,  near  the  furthest  extremity 
of  the  lake. 

Half-an-hour  in  the  boat  brought  us  to 
the  "  Isola  Polvese."  The  "  guardiano  " 
came  down  to  the  boat,  and  Don  Giam- 
Maria  Seraphim's,  the  priest,  got  out  and 
spoke  to  him ;  after  which  permission  was 
given  us  to  disembark.  It  is  a  very  pretty 
little  island,  three  miles  in  circumference, 
and  is  very  fertile.  On  the  highest  point 
are  very  picturesque  remains  of  a  castle. 
We  entered  a  court-yard  surrounded  by  high 
walls,  and  a  tower :  these  ruins  date  from 
the  fifteenth  century.  At  a  little  distance 
are  the  remains  of  a  convent  of  Olivetani 
monks.  The  church  must  have  been  large 
and  handsome;  now  it  is  roofless,  carpeted 
with  turf,  and  most  of  the  arches  dividing 
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the  centre  from  the  side  aisles  are  broken. 
The  monks  always  choose  line  situations  for 
their  convents.  The  view  from  this  spot  is 
most  lovely  over  the  lake,  which  is  sur- 
rounded by  mountains,  and  the  other  two 
smaller  islands,  Maggiore  and  Minore,  the 
former  of  which  is  inhabited,  and  its  little 
town  surmounted  by  the  church,  shone  bright 
and  white  in  the  sun.  The  Olivetani  monks 
possessed  Isola  Polvese  till  about  300  years 
since,  when  they  sold  it.  The  present  pos- 
sessor is  a  Eoman  Count,  who  uses  it  princi- 
pally as  a  game  preserve.  It  is  uninhabited 
except  by  one  family  of  "  guardiani." 

We  walked  over  the  island  in  all  direc- 
tions. Our  boatmen  cut  the  large  reeds  and 
canes  which  grew  in  profusion,  and  beat  the 
bushes  to  show  us  the  numbers  of  hares,  rab- 
bits, and  pheasants.  I  never  saw  so  many 
pheasants  together  anywhere.  But  time 
advanced,  and  it  was  necessary  soon  after 
three  to  get  into  the  boat.  The  wind  had 
fallen,  and  poor  Don  Giam-Maria  was  not  in 
fear  for  his  life,  but  lest  he  should  catch 
cold,  to  avert  which  catastrophe  he  took  out 
a  coloured  pocket-handkerchief  and  knotted 
it  on  his  head  like  a  wig  under  his  clerical 
hat,  to  the  great  amusement  of  the  vicar. 
The  priest  ought  to  come  over  to  this  island 
occasionally  to  say  mass  for  the  "guardiani," 
but,  being  afraid  of  the  water,  he  sends  the 
vicar,  who  comes  once  a  month,  when  "  wind 
and  waves  permit,"  to  say  mass  at  a  tiny 
chapel. 
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"When  safe  on  terra  firma,  we  went  to  Don 
Giant-Maria's  house,  which  commands  a 
beautiful  view  over  the  lake.  His  sister 
brought  us  some  coffee,  and  we  stayed  half- 
an-hour  in  conversation  with  her  and  the 
niece,  a  child  of  ten  years  of  age.  The  walls 
of  the  room  were  hung  with  engravings,  and 
the  worthy  priest  had  a  curious  inlaid  cabinet 
with  secret  drawers,  of  which  he  was  very 
proud.  In  summer  this  must  be  a  very 
pleasant  residence,  but  very  cold  and  ex- 
posed in  winter.  We  went  afterwards  to 
the  church,  a  very  wretched  place.  Count 
F whispered  to  me  to  prepare  a  com- 
pliment, as  Don  Giam-Maria  expected  we 
should  praise  his  church,  but  truth  forbade 
my  doing  so,  as  I  could  not  find  one  thing 
to  praise.  At  last  my  eye  fell  on  a  number 
of  low  benches,  and  I  said  I  was  glad  to  find 
he  had  so  large  an  attendance  of  children. 
This  remark  pleased  the  good  man,  who  was 
very  fond  of  children,  and  we  talked  some 
time  about  schools.  He  showed  us  a  wretched 
head  of  St.  Jerome,  like  a  sign-board,  and 
said  that  the  design  was  said  to  be  by  Lo 
Spagno  !  !  My  friends  complimented  him  on 
such  a  possession,  but  I  really  could  not. 

The  vicar  then  announced  our  carnage. 
We  returned  to  the  hotel,  paid  our  bill,  shook 
hands  with  Don  Giam-Maria  and  the  vicar, 
and  drove  off,  all  the  village  being  assembled 
to  witness  our  departure,  for  a  visit  of  ' '  for- 
estieri"  is  a  great  event  to  these  simple 
people. 
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"We  left  St.  Feliciano  at  half-past  four. 
At  the  foot  of  the  hill  oxen  were  waiting  to 
draw  us  up.  At  the  summit  we  bade  adieu 
to  lovely  Thrasymene  in  the  full  glow  of 
evening  light,  passed  La  Magione,  and  de- 
scended into  the  plain  of  the  Caina.  Three 
miles  from  Perugia  we  left  the  carriage  to 
see  the  Torre  Samano,  which  is  of  Etrus- 
can workmanship,  and  composed  of  great 
blocks  of  stone.  It  was  too  dark  to  see  the 
tomb,  but  we  were  told  that  it  contained 
nothing,  the  inscription  urns  and  vasea 
having  been  removed  to  the  museum  in 
Perugia.  The  evening  proved  intensely  cold, 
and  we  were  glad  to  wrap  ourselves  in  large 
woollen  shawls,  which  we  had  taken  as 
cushions  in  the  jolting  carriage.  We  reached 
La  Corona  at  half-past  eight  o'clock,  after  a 
most  delightful  day,  and  talked  over  our  ad- 
ventures to  Marquis  0 ,  who  joined  us 

at  supper. 

The  following  morning  was  Saturday,  and 
ive  all  found  we  had  caught  colds.  I  went 
out,  however,  to  the  Duomo  to  hear  the 
German  sermon,  and  was  disappointed  a 
second  time  ;  the  troops  attended  mass  in  the 
chapel  in  the  barracks.  I  had  my  prayer- 
book,  and  knelt  down  to  my  own  devotions ; 
perhaps  Church  of  England  prayers  were 
never  used  in  this  cathedral  before. 

After  dinner  we  went  out  for  a  walk.  "We 
had  some  difficulty  in  procuring  admission 
into  the  church  of  St.  Martino  in  Verzaro, 
but  at  last  succeeded,  and  found  it  a  very 
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interesting  little  place.  The  altar-piece  is  a 
most  beautiful  fresco  by  Giannicola — the 
Madonna  and  Child,  with  two  saints,  one  of 
whom  evidently  is  St.  Laurence,  from  the 
gridiron  he  carries ;  the  Child  and  the  face  of 
the  Virgin  are  exquisite.  There  are  also  two 
other  old  frescoes  of  great  merit ;  one  of  our 
Lord  on  the  Cross  is  nearly  obliterated ;  the 
other,  St.  Martin  dividing  his  cloak  with  the 
Beggar,  is  in  good  preservation. 

Count  F had  found  some  curious  old 

palaces,  which  he  took  us  to  see.  One  of 
these  buildings  is  used  as  an  iron-foundry, 
and  from  the  door  was  a  fine  view  over  the 
city,  with  its  steeples  and  towers.  Prom  the 
court  of  another  of  these  palaces  we  looked 
down  upon  a  fragment  of  the  old  Etruscan 
walls.  We  did  not  go  inside  any  of  them, 
but  the  architecture  of  the  exterior  was  very 
fine. 

We  then  proceeded  to  the  church  of  St. 
Domenico,  where  the  "triduo"  was  appointed 
for  this  evening.  We  were  too  late  for  the 
service,  which  was  just  over ;  the  lights  were 
being  extinguished,  and  we  could  distinguish 
nothing  but  the  coloured  window,  and  the 
rich  tints  it  threw  on  the  marble  floor.  All 
the  fashionable  world  were  on  the  Promenade, 
so  we  took  two  or  three  turns,  and  then  re- 
turned to  the  hotel. 

Don  Porfidio  came  to  hear  how  we  had 
fared  at  Thrasymene,  and  to  wish  me  good- 
bye, and  stayed  till  eleven  o'clock.  He  is  the 
only  Italian  priest  I  have  ever  liked.  He  is 


ROME,  PERUGIA,  AND  SIEXA.  203 

very  gentle  and  amiable,  and  I  am  sure  he 
is  deeply  in  earnest.  He  spoke  of  an  infidel 
German  soldier  whom  he  had  prepared  for 
baptism,  and  described  the  instruction  he 
had  given  him.  Don  Porfidio  is  not  a  clever 
nor  a  learned  man  (he  knows  nothing  of 
Greek),  but  there  is  a  childlike  simplicity 
and  deep  earnestness  about  him.  I  am  sure 
he  is  anxious  to  serve  God,  and  does  so  to 
the  best  of  his  light.  The  French  priest 
went  to  Bevagna  two  days  since;  he  was 
clever,  agreeable,  and  intelligent,  but  I  did 
not  like  him,  for  I  do  not  think  he  was  pious 
or  sincere.  One  evening,  when  he  was  sit- 
ting with  us,  I  was  making  little  stars  of 
tatting,  to  be  sewed  together  for  a  collar.  He 
took  one  of  them  up,  and  said  to  me  in 
French,  "Mademoiselle,  you  imitate  the 
Creator — you  make  stars."  What  would  be 
thought  of  an  English  clergyman  who  should 
make  such  a  speech  ?  It  is  true,  however, 
that  things  sound  differently  in  a  foreign 
language  from  what  they  would  do  in 
English. 

This  Monday  is  my  last  day  in  Perugia. 
I  have  enjoyed  myself  extremely,  and  should 
recommend  all  people  who  want  to  spend  the 
summer  in  a  cool  and  economical  place  to 
come  here.  The  thermometer  has  never  been 
higher  in  the  house  than  74  degs.  It  is 
now  too  cold  for  me ;  the  constant  wind 
brings  on  neuralgic  pains,  and  I  think  it  is 
better  to  take  my  departure. 

I  have  had  a  comfortable  bed-room,  good 
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breakfast  and  dinner,  and  a  small  oil  lamp  in 
the  evening,  for  a  pound  a-week.  The  two 
drawbacks  are,  firstly,  the  hilly  nature  of  the 
place,  which  makes  walking  very  fatiguing. 
I  never  attempted  anything  more  distant 
than  about  half-a-mile.  The  carriages  are 
so  bad  that  it  is  impossible  to  go  anywhere 
in  them  without  being  sadly  jolted ;  but  I 
dare  say,  if  strangers  began  to  frequent 
Perugia,  better  vehicles  would  be  bought 
and  let  out.  The  other  evil  is  the  want  of 
a  bathing  establishment.  Almost  every  vil- 
lage in  Italy  has  its  hot  and  cold  baths,  but 
here  there  is  nothing.  Sometimes  people 
bathe  in  the  river ;  but  it  is  distant  above 
two  miles,  and  the  hill  so  steep,  that  it  is 
considered  advisable,  while  taking  the  baths, 
to  lodge  in  one  of  the  'little  houses  near, 
which  would  not  be  at  all  comfortable. 

The  interest  of  Perugia  is  very  great.  I 
should  never  tire  of  visiting  the  pictures, 
and  feel  that  I  have  acquired  a  great  know- 
ledge of  painting,  and  understand  the  old 
masters  in  a  very  different  way  to  what  I 
did  a  month  since. 

I  went  out  to  say  goodbye  to  the  P 

family.  They  showed  me  several  beautiful 
drawings  they  had  just  received  from.  Borne. 
Some  years  since  they  were  very  kind  to  a 
young  German  artist,  who  had  come  to  Italy 
to  study.  The  young  man  was  very  poor, 
and  they  received  him  into  their  house,  and 
kept  him  as  one  of  the  family  for  nine  months. 
He  was  driven  by  poverty  to  become  a  monk, 
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and  is  now  Brother  Bernhard  Jackel,  at  the 
Capuchin  convent,  Piazza  Barberini,  Koine. 
He  frequently  sends  drawings  to  his  kind 
benefactors.  I  was  very  much  pleased  with 
what  I  saw.  The  subjects  are  mostly  scrip- 
tural, executed  in  pen  and  ink,  and  very 
beautiful  they  are.  He  is  a  great  admirer  of 
Overbeck's.  I  saw  the  portrait  of  this  great 
man,  executed  by  Bernhard,  and  most  excel- 
lent the  likeness  is. 

I  paid  a  visit  to  the  post,  and  then  went 
home.  I  finished  a  little  sepia  drawing  of 
the  abbey  of  La  Magione  for  the  Countess, 
who  was  extremely  anxious  to  have  it  to 
show  in  France.  She  has  been  so  kind  to 
me  that  I  am  very  happy  to  be  able  to  show 
her  this  little  attention.  She  and  her  hus- 
band do  not  like  my  travelling  alone  to  Siena, 
and  they  have  decided  upon  accompanying 
me  to  Chiusi,  half-way,  of  which  I  am  very 
glad.  "We  have  arranged  with  a  man  to  take 
us  in  an  open  carriage. 

We  went  out  to  the  police  to  get  our  pass- 
ports, as  we  pass  the  boundaries  of  the  Eoman 
States,  Chiusi  being  in  Tuscany.  As  a 
precaution  against  being  put  in  quarantine, 
we  asked  the  officer  of  police  to  write  that 
we  had  been  resident  more  than  three  weeks 
in  Perugia,  where  the  cholera  had  not  been, 
and  left  in  perfect  health. 

We  had  heard  there  were  two  good  pictures 
in  a  shop  where  paper  and  old  books  were 
sold,  just  before  you  come  to  the  Duomo,  and 
we  went  to  see  them.  The  shop  in  Italian 
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is  called  a  "libreria,"  and  the  owner's  name  is 
Vincenzo  Bortelli.  One  of  the  pictures  is  by 
Senibaldo  Ibi ;  the  subject  is  the  Annuncia- 
tion, and  it  is  more  valuable  from  its  age  than 
its  beauty,  for  it  is  very  stiff,  and  the  figures 
out  of  good  drawing.  Here,  however,  is  an- 
other very  beautiful  Annunciation  by  Buon- 
figli.  It  is  rather  spoiled  by  a  modern  pain- 
ter, who  has  introduced  St.  Luke  and  his 
Cow  into  the  foreground,  and  the  size  and 
style  of  the  addition  do  not  correspond  with 
the  rest  of  the  picture. 

I  went  once  more  to  my  favourite  corner 
by  the  fort  to  see  the  lovely  view  before 
returning  home  to  dinner.  Though  I  had 

said  goodbye  in  the  morning  to  the  P 

family,  they  all  came  (Madame  and  six  daugh- 
ters) in  the  evening.  I  had  given  each  of 
them  a  little  view  of  London,  printed  in  gold 
on  gum  of  various  colours,  and  now  they  came 
to  return  the  compliment,  by  each  bringing  her 
card.  I  hear  it  is  customary  in  Italy  to  bring 
a  card  at  the  last.  The  English  fashion  of 
Mrs.  or  Miss  is  not  followed  here :  Alcmena 

P is  written.      Both  married  and  single 

ladies  have  merely  their  Christian  and  sur- 
name, without  any  title,  on  their  cards.  We 
had  a  very  affectionate  parting,  and  separated 
with  many  hopes  we  might  meet  again  some 
day.  The  good  old  marquis  also  paid  a  fare- 
well visit,  and  wished  me  "  felicissimo  viag- 
gio;"  the  mistress  of  the  house  and  her 
daughters  came  up  the  last  thing  with  their 
adieus. 
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I  part  on  excellent  terms  with  all.  I 
have  been  very  well  treated  in  this  hotel.  My 
name  being  very  difficult  to  Italians,  I  have 
been  called  in  the  house,  generally,  "  La 
Signora  Pittrice,"  because  I  have  drawn  and 

sketched  a  great  deal.      The  P s  called 

me  "  La  Signorina  Giovanna."  Having  now 
prepared  everything  for  an  early  departure 
to-morrow,  I  shall  close  my  letter  and  go  to 
rest. 
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LETTEK  XY. 

Chiusi,  Tuscany,  Aug.  30,  1854. 

My  dear  Brother, — This  is  my  first  letter 
from  Tuscany.  I  have  left  for  the  present 
the  States  of  the  Church.  On  the  morning 
of  the  29th  Yincenzo  called  me  at  half-past 

three  ;  Count  and  Countess  F joined  me 

in  taking  some  coffee  and  rolls,  and,  by  a 
quarter  to  five,  we  were  in  the  carriage.  I 
always  feel  sorry  to  leave  every  place,  and 
though  I  am  going  to  a  dear  friend  (Mrs. 

P ,  at  Siena),  still  I  felt  rather  sad  as  we 

drove  off. 

"We  started  by  grey  twilight,  but  the  sun 
rose  beautifully  as  we  descended  the  hill. 
Everything  looked  fresh  and  bright,  and  my 
last  view  of  Perugia  was  very  fine,  lighted 
up  by  the  bright  sun-rays.  Our  road  lay 
through  fertile  plains,  richly  cultivated.  The 
grapes  were  beginning  to  acquire  a  purple 
hue,  and  seemed  better  than  last  year.  The 
"  Gran  Turco,"  or  Indian  corn,  looked  excel- 
lent, and  the  fields  waving  with  it  were  still 
green.  We  passed  no  villages;  here  and 
there  we  saw  a  cottage  where  the  labourers 
lived  who  cultivated  the  land.  About  eight 
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o'clock  we  passed  a  kind  of  hamlet  called  Le 
Tavernelle,  and  left  on  our  right  JMongiovino. 
Cortona  looked  very  fine  in  the  morning  sun- 
light. Well  has  Macaulay  described  it  :• — 

"  And  where  Cortona  lifts  to  heaven 
Her  diadem  of  towers." 

It  crowns  a  lofty  hill,  and  is  very  interesting 
as  one  of  the  oldest  Etruscan  cities,  and  still 
possessing  some  old  walls.  Many  of  Pietro 
da  Cortona' s  finest  pictures  adorn  his  native 
city,  and  I  have  often  longed  to  visit  it,  but 
in  vain ;  for,  though  only  twelve  miles  dis- 
tant from  Perugia,  there  is  no  public  convey- 
ance but  the  diligence  to  Florence,  which 
stops  at  the  foot  of  the  hill  (two  miles  high) 
upon  which  Cortona  stands. 

At  nine  o'clock  we  arrived  at  a  solitary  inn 
called  Pregano.  Here  the  vetturino  took  out 
his  horses  and  declared  he  would  stop  four 
hours.  We  had  made  our  bargain  to  rest  the 
horses  at  Citta  della  Pieve,  and  had  no  inten- 
tion of  staying  at  Pregano.  The  inn  looked 
so  dirty  we  could  not  enter  it.  The  sun  was 
burning,  and  there  were  no  trees,  so  that  we 
should  have  had  to  remain  in  the  carriage.  We 
threatened  the  man  that  we  would  not  pay 

him ;    and  at  last  Count  F touched  a 

large  pair  of  pistols  with  which  he  always 
travelled.  This  produced  the  desired  effect : 
the  horses  were  brought  out,  the  rope-harness 
fastened,  and  we  were  soon  en  route.  In  a 
short  time  oxen  were  harnessed  in  front  of 
the  horses,  and  we  began  a  steep  ascent 
of  an  hour  and  a  quarter.  The  road  was 

p 


210  SUMMER  EXPERIENCES  OF 

exquisite — shaded  by  grand  old  oaks,  round 
which  grew  flowering  brushwood.  The  peeps 
of  distant  scenery  between  the  trees  were  very 
lovely.  I  looked  out  in  vain  for  Thrasymene. 
We  crossed  the  valley  of  La  Chigna,  once  a 
swampy  bog,  but  now  it  has  been  drained,  and 
is  one  of  the  most  fertile  parts  of  Italy. 
Citta  della  Pieve  seemed  close  at  hand,  and 
looked  most  picturesque,  but  the  road  wound 
so  much  that  we  did  not  arrive  till  half-past 
eleven. 

The  inn  was  shabby  and  dirty — not  much 
better  than  that  of  St.  Feliciano.  We  ordered 
a  "  rinfresco  "  to  be  ready  at  two  o'clock, 
and  went  out  to  lionize.  The  town  was  very 
inferior  to  what  we  expected,  the  streets  be- 
ing dirty  and  very  narrow.  There  are  some 
handsome  houses,  and  it  is  curious  to  see  how 
the  Gothic  architecture  has  been  modernised, 
the  pointed  tops  of  the  windows  and  doors 
having  been  filled  up  to  make  them  round. 

We  first  went  to  the  Duomo,  a  large, 
handsome  church.  A  priest  came  up  to 
us  who  spoke  French.  In  his  early  days 
he  had  been  a  soldier  and  fought  under 
Napoleon  till  he  was  tired  of  war,  and  be- 
came an  ecclesiastic.  He  had  forgotten  his 
French  very  much,  and  seemed  very  glad 
of  a  little  practice.  Nothing  could  exceed 
his  civility,  and  he  showed  us  all  the 
treasures  of  his  church.  The  picture  of  the 
Presentation  in  the  Temple,  by  Pomaraucio, 
was  fine,  but  I  admired  more  two  Peruginos, 
one  the  Baptism  of  Christ,  the  other  the 
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Virgin  and  Child,  with  Sts.  Peter  and  Paul 
upon  one  side  and  Sts.  Gervasius  and  Pro- 
tasius  on  the  other ;  this  last  bears  the  name 
of  the  painter  inscribed  in  the  centre.  We 
also  saw  a  crucifix  of  bronze,  wrought  in  the 
sixteenth  century,  of  most  perfect  workman- 
ship. I  never  saw  anything  of  the  kind  so 
exquisite ;  it  was  so  natural  that  it  was 
quite  painful  to  look  at  it.  The  nerves 
seemed  in  the  act  of  shrinking. 

The  good  priest  directed  us  to  other 
churches,  and  selected  an  intelligent  boy  to 
be  our  guide.  He  took  us  to  the  "  Chiesa- 
rella,"  or  oratory  of  St.  Maria  in  Bianchi, 
where  we  saw  the  chef  d'ceuvre  of  Pietro 
Perugino.  It  is  a  large  fresco,  occupying 
the  end  of  the  church,  over  the  altar.  The 
subject  is  the  Adoration  of  the  Magi,  and  it 
is  beyond  all  description.  The  Virgin  is 
seated  in  the  centre  under  a  shed,  and  is 
very  lovely ;  the  Child  is  very  exquisite 
— such  a  speaking  face.  They  are  sur- 
rounded by  a  group  of  twenty-nine  figures, 
all  highly  finished  and  complete,  without 
any  confusion.  The  countenances  of  the 
Magi  express  love,  wonder,  and  adoration. 
The  animals — dogs,  mules,  oxen,  and  camels — 
and  all  the  small,  distant  figures  and  details 
of  the  landscape,  are  beautiful,  and  so  highly 
finished,  I  could  never  tire  of  looking  at  it, 
and  consider  it  by  far  the  greatest  work  of 
the  many  T  have  seen  by  Perugino.  The 
upper  part  has  begun  to  suffer  from  damp, 
but  I  trust  measures  will  be  taken  to  prevent 
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its  spreading.  In  a  small  cupboard  we  saw 
several  pots  of  rough  earthenware,  which 
contained  Pietro's  colours,  also  two  of  his 
autograph  letters  relating  to  this  fresco.  In 
one  he  says  that  the  abbot  was  to  send  a 
mule  for  him  to  Perugia,  and  thirty  pieces  of 
gold  in  part  payment  for  the  fresco. 

The  Church  of  St.  Antonio,  which  we 
next  visited,  is  finely  situated,  commanding 
an  extensive  view.  Here  is  a  good  picture 
of  the  school  of  Pietro,  and  also  a  large  fresco 
by  himself,  which  has  suffered  much  from 
time  and  damp.  St.  Antonio  is  represented 
as  looking  out  of  a  window — the  bald  head 
and  grey  beard  are  carefully  painted,  and  the 
head  altogether  is  very  fine — St.  Marcello 
and  St.  Paul  the  hermit  stand  on  each  side. 
The  architecture  of  the  house  is  very  well 
executed. 

We  went  lastly  to  St.  Maria  dei  Serviti,  a 
handsome  modern  church,  with  several  toler- 
able but  not  first-rate  pictures.  The  best  is* 
the  Raising  of  Lazarus,  by  Pomarancio.  In 
a  side  chapel  was  once  the  finest  of  Pietro's 
frescoes,  said  to  be  even  superior  to  the 
Adoration  of  the  Magi.  A  Goth  of  a  prior, 
about  a  century  since,  insisted  upon  building 
a  belfry  to  the  church  against  the  wall  where 
the  fresco  was,  though  there  were  other  places 
quite  as  convenient.  The  lower  part  of  the 
belfry  is  supported  by  arches.  We  ordered 
torches,  and.  proceeded  to  examine  the  re- 
mains of  the  painting  between  the  arches. 
The  subject  is  the  Crucifixion,  and  the  group. 
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•at  the  foot  of  the  cross  is  uninjured.  The 
Virgin  fainting  is  a  most  graceful  figure,  and 
so  is  Mary  Magdalen,  who  supports  her.  In 
another  part  are  two  figures,  an  old  and  a 
young  disciple,  with  very  fine  countenances. 
At  the  side  are  two  women,  going  to  the  sepul- 
chre. It  really  makes  one  feel  quite  indig- 
nant to  see  the  wilful  destruction  of  such  a 
treasure.  We  inquired  after  Pietro's  house, 
and  heard  it  had  been  destroyed  in  the  last 
century.  Tradition  does  not  even  point  out 
its  site. 

Having  seen  all  we  could  hear  of  as 
worthy  of  notice,  we  returned  to  the  inn. 
The  repast  was  not  at  all  in  proportion  to 
our  appetites — four  small  pork  chops  being 
prepared  for  three  of  us,  and  we  could  get 
no  more,  but  were  obliged  to  content  our- 
selves with  bad  bread  and  an  indifferent 
omelet,  for  which  we  were  charged  twenty- 
two  baiocchi  (elevenpence)  a-piece.  We 
were  very  glad  to  leave  the  inn,  which  is 
shocking.  I  do  not  think  I  could  bring  my- 
self to  lie  down  on  the  beds. 

At  half-past  two  the  carriage  was  ready, 
and  we  started  off  for  Chiusi,  eight  miles 
distant.  The  whole  way  was  most  beautiful. 
We  had  four  peeps  of  lovely  Thrasymene. 
Its  waters  were  the  brightest  blue,  and  the 
light  fell  upon  the  town  on  Isola  Maggiore. 
From  one  hill  we  saw  three  lakes  at  the  same 
time.  The  other  two,  Chiusi  and  Montepul- 
ciano,  are  much  smaller  than  Thrasymene. 
We  passed  through  a  forest  of  large  oaks, 
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the  finest  I  have  seen  since  leaving  England. 
The  light  playing  through  their  branches 
upon  the  luxuriant  brushwood  was  beautiful. 
We  were  all  of  us  enchanted  with  our  drive. 
Another  steep  hill  brought  us  to  the  gates  of 
Chiusi.  We  deposited  our  luggage  at  the 
Dogana,  and  gave  in  our  passports.  I  found 
that  the  diligence  was  not  to  start  till  Friday 
morning  instead  of  Wednesday  night,  which 
disconcerted  me  greatly.  Count  F en- 
gaged a  place  for  me,  and  spoke  to  the 
principal  officer  of  the  custom-house,  who 
said  that  his  sister  was  going  to  Siena 
by  the  diligence  on  Friday,  and  would 
be  very  glad  to  be  of  any  service  to 
me.  We  reached  the  only  inn  at  half- 
past  four.  The  master  was  very  disagree- 
able, and  tried  to  take  advantage  of  us,  but 
at  last,  by  threatening  to  leave  Chiusi  imme- 
diately, we  obtained  rooms  on  tolerable 
terms.  We  ordered  a  supper  to  be  ready 
when  it  was  dark,  and  started  forth  to  ex- 
plore. The  guide  Zappoloni  was  at  hand  to- 
offer  his  services,  and  we  engaged  him. 

Our  first  point  was  the  Duoino,  which  is 
old  and  venerable ;  the  roof  is  supported  by 
eighteen  columns  of  different  heights  and 
materials.  All  is  in  a  rude  state,  and  there 
are  no  pictures  of  any  merit.  We  were 
shown  the  tomb  of  St.  Mustiola,  the  patron 
of  the  city ;  it  is  made  out  of  a  column. 

We  then  left  the  city,  and  proceeded  a 
short  mile  to  the  "  Sepolcro  del  Colle." 
This  beautiful  tomb  was  discovered  in  1830. 
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The  ancient  doors  still  remain — two  massive 
blocks  of  stone  opening  in  the  centre,  and 
turning  on  stone  hinges.  I  was  quite 
astonished  when  the  doors  were  opened. 
There  are  two  chambers.  The  outer  has  no 
ledge  to  receive  vases  and  urns,  and  was 
probably  used  as  a  saloon,  where  the  periodi- 
cal feasts  in  honour  of  the  dead  were  held. 
It  is  hewn  out  of  tufa.  The  ceiling  is 
painted  to  imitate  wooden  rafters,  and  all 
round  the  four  walls  is  a  beautiful  frieze 
representing  banquets,  and  preparations  for 
chariot  races  and  gymnastic  exercises.  The 
colours  are  as  fresh  as  if  just  laid  on.  In 
the  inner  chamber  is  a  frieze,  but  it  has 
perished,  and  scarcely  one  figure  can  be 
traced.  Here  are  many  small  cinerary  urns, 
but  none  of  particular  interest ;  the  paintings 
are  the  great  attraction,  and  cause  this  tomb 
to  be  generally  called  "  the  painted." 

We  returned  to  the  city  to  visit  muse- 
ums. First  that  of  the  "  Casuccini."  Three 
rooms  on  the  ground-floor  are  full  of  most 
interesting  Etruscan  antiquities.  In  the 
centre  of  the  room  sits  a  rude  figure  of  a 
priestess  cut  out  of  fetid  limestone,  which 
gives  out  a  bad  smell  when  rubbed.  The 
hands  and  feet  take  out,  and  also  the  head, 
under  which  is  a  hollow  where  the  ashes 
were  deposited.  There  is  something  very 
ghastly  about  this  figure,  its  dull  eyes  seem 
to  pursue  you. 

In  another  room  is  a  male  figure  sitting, 
but  of  still  inferior  workmanship.  There 
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are  great  numbers  of  figures  the  size  of  life 
reclining  upon  sarcophagi.  One  colossal 
warrior  is  very  grand ;  the  workmanship  is 
of  the  highest  order,  and  worthy  of  the  most 
advanced  period  of  art ;  the  attitude  is  so 
easy  and  the  limbs  fall  naturally — not  stiff, 
contracted,  and  forced,  as  is  frequently  the 
case  with  the  Etruscan  figures  found  about 
Borne.  His  wife  reclines  near  him,  and 
several  of  his  sons  and  daughters.  Fre- 
quently two  figures  (husband  and  wife)  lie 
on  the  same  urn.  Some  of  the  urns  are  in 
the  shape  of  pyramids,  others  like  little  huts, 
with  mock  doors;  there  are  lids  to  these 
which  can  easily  be  removed,  and  I  saAV 
ashes  and  bits  of  bone  in  many  of  them. 
There  are  bas-reliefs  of  fine  workmanship, 
vases  of  pottery  of  all  shapes,  and  curiosities 
of  all  kinds. 

We  went  next  to  the  Museo  Paolozzi.  Two 
rooms  on  a  first-floor  are  filled  with  small 
articles  in  pottery  and  bronze.  I  had  no 
idea  that  the  Etruscans  made  such  small 
things  ;  they  are  admirably  finished.  Tiny 
statues  (five  or  six  inches  high)  of  men  and 
women  are  exquisite,  and  so  are  the  animals, 
principally  of  bronze.  In  a  glass  case  in 
the  centre  of  one  of  the  rooms  is  a  great 
curiosity  found  ten  years  since.  A.  priestess, 
about  twenty  inches  high  (whose  head  is 
moveable),  stands  upon  a  kind  of  mound; 
below  her  small  male  and  female  figures 
stand  in  a  circle,  and  lower  still  in  another 
circle  figures  alternate  with  dragons'  heads  ; 
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the  whole  is  made  of  pottery  baked  red,  and 
probably  once  contained  ashes.  The  "  dra- 
gon's head,"  made  of  bronze  and  pottery, 
seems  to  have  been  a  very  favourite  subject 
of  Etruscan  art.  The  lamps  are  very  beau- 
tiful, and  of  all  forms  and  sizes ;  the  bronze 
candelabra  are  particularly  graceful.  There 
is  a  large  collection  of  coins  and  medals 
belonging  to  this  museum,  but  we  could  not 
see  them,  as  the  person  who  had  the  key 
was  gone  out. 

Daylight  was  departing  very  fast,  so  that 
we  could  only  go  to  one  more  museum  at  the 
"  Vescovado,"  or  bishop's  palace.  In  a  long 
gallery  were  some  small  sepulchral  urns, 
surmounted  by  figures ;  these  were  all  of 
pottery.  One  struck  me  very  much,  the  face 
was  most  expressive.  It  had  been  painted,  and 
the  colours  partly  remained;  the  robe  and 
the  pillow  were  green.  All  these  were  for 
sale,  and  had  I  been  able  to  send  them  to 
England,  I  should  have  been  much  tempted 
to  make  purchases,  as  the  prices  were  very 
low.  The  painted  urn  was  valued  at  a  napo- 
leon; and  for  two  napoleons,  this,  another 
unpainted,  and  a  large  vase  were  offered. 
We  saw  a  great  many  articles  discovered 
within  the  last  two  months,  principally  jugs, 
both  of  bronze  and  pottery,  of  most  elegant 
shapes.  Two  great  bronze  cocks  took  my 
fancy.  There  was  no  arrangement,  and  so 
much  confusion,  dirt,  and  rubbish  (broken 
bits  of  pottery)  in  this  museum,  that  it  was 
far  less  interesting  than  the  others. 
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By  this  time  we  could  see  no  longer,  and 
were  obliged  to  return  to  the  hotel,  where  a 
very  indifferent  supper  was  ready  for  us. 
We  had  much  conversation  upon  what  we 
had  seen. 

Count  and  Countess  F had  agreed  to 

return  the  next  day  to  Perugia.  I  had  paid 
for  the  carriage  to  Chiusi,  and  for  a  trifling 
sum  the  man  was  to  wait  and  take  them 
back.  Being  indefatigable  sight-seers,  they 
determined  to  rise  at  four  o'clock,  and  walk 
to  some  tombs  four  miles  distant.  This  I 
could  not  manage,  and  I  did  not  rise  till 
half-past  seven. 

My  friends  returned  to  breakfast  soon 
after  eight,  very  much  delighted  with  all  that 
they  had  seen.  "We  fixed  that  the  carriage 
should  be  waiting  at  a  particular  place  upon 
the  road  at  eleven,  and  started  forth  on.  the 
last  lionizing  expedition  we  were  to  take 
together. 

We  went  on  foot,  by  a  very  rough  road 
over  mounds,  to  a  curious  tomb,  called  La 
Yigna  Grande,  and  Mensa  Yescovile.  We 
had  two  guides,  and  one  of  them  told  us 
that  this  was  the  sepulchre  of  Aruns,  the 
son  of  Porsena,  but  I  do  not  believe  it,  as 
the  great  tomb  near  Albano,  vulgarly  called 
after  the  Horatii  and  Curiatii,  is  now  gene- 
rally given  to  this  brave  young  Etruscan 
warrior.  The  Yigua  Grande  consists  of  one 
oblong  chamber,  built  of  masses  of  travertine, 
arching  at  the  top.  There  are  no  remains  of 
paintings,  but  upon  a  ledge  are  several  small 
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cinerary  urns.  I  sketched  two  of  them,  on 
which  were  the  two  half-moons,  the  ancient 
arms  of  Chiusi.  We  walked  thence  to  the 
catacombs  of  St.  Catarina. 

They  are  closed  by  Etruscan  doors  of  two 
blocks  of  stone,  which  lead  into  a  large  cell 
or  oratory.  Here  is  a  stone  altar,  with  an 
Ionic  column  at  each  side.  There  is  an  old 
episcopal  chair  of  rough  stone,  and  two 
broken  columns,  probably  forming  lower 
seats  by  the  bishop's  throne.  Near  the  en- 
trance, on  the  left  hand,  is  a  block  of  traver- 
tine ;  upon  the  front  is  a  male  figure,  wear- 
ing the  toga,  roughly  sculptured,  and  on  the 
top  is  a  cavity  for  holy  water.  It  appeared 
to  me  that  this  had  anciently  been  an  Etrus- 
can tomb,  of  which  the  Christians  had  taken 
possession  as  a  chapel,  and  leading  from  it 
they  had  excavated  places  of  burial.  Erom 
this  cell  lead  three  main  ways,  about  nine 
feet  high,  and  wide  enough  for  three  or  four 
people  to  walk  abreast.  The  roofs  are 
vaulted,  and  they  are  far  more  spacious  and 
better  worked  than  the  Eoman  catacombs. 
Many  smaller  passages  branch  from  the  three 
main  ways.  The  bodies  never  lie  more  than 
three  tiers ;  in  the  Eoman  I  have  frequently 
seen  ten,  and  sometimes  fourteen  tiers. 

The  passages  have  been  closed  up,  so  that 
one  cannot  walk  very  far  down  them.  Many 
of  the  bodies  are  still  undisturbed.  This 
catacomb  was  only  discovered  in  1848.  In 
three  of  the  graves  which  were  opened,  vases 
full  of  blood,  and  instruments  of  martyrdom, 
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namely,  hooks,  and  four  large  nails,  were 
discovered.  These  were  considered  incon- 
testable proofs  of  martyrdom,  and  the  bones 
were  removed  with  great  pomp,  and  buried 
in  the  cathedral.  Twelve  inscriptions  have 
been  discovered ;  I  copied  four  of  them,  and 
as  probably  you  may  never  have  seen  any- 
thing from  these  catacombs,  I  will  add  them. 
The  first  two  are  placed  by  Aurelia  Sabina  to 
her  husband  and  son,  who  died  shortly  after 
his  father — 

D.  M.  D.  M. 

GELLIO  VIC  GELLIO  CAPITOLI 

TORINI  QVI  NO  '   QVI  '   VEX  *   AN  ' 

VIX  *   ANN  *   XXX.  VIH  '   MENS  '    VIIIT  * 

III  •   AVRELIA  AVRELIA  '    SABI 

SABINA  '   MAR  NA  '   MATER  '   FIL 

ITO  INCOMPARA  10  "   PIENTISSIMO 

B.  M. 

The  following  are  probably  upon  two  bro- 
thers— 

DM.  DM. 

AUR  .   ALEXAND  AVRELIO  '    FLORENTIO 

RO  '   JVN  •   QVI  '    VIXI  LAVDABILI  MEMORIA 

T  '   ANNIS  '   XXVIIII '  INFAS  '   QVI  VIXIT  .   ANNOS 

ET  '   MENSES  '    I1II  DVO  '   MENSES  '    SEX 

DIES  '   VIIII  ET  '    DIES  '   VI  *   BENE 

B.  M.  P.  MERENTI  '   PAREN 
TES  •   POSVERVNT. 

From  the  names  of  these  and  the  other 
inscriptions,  it  is  probable  that  the  bodies 
buried  here  lived  in  the  times  of  Trajan, 
Adrian,  and  the  Antonines.  "We  were  all 
deeply  interested  in  this  catacomb,  of  which 
we  had  never  heard  before. 

At  the  door  we  found  the  carriage.  My 
kind  French  friends  entered  it  and  returned 
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to  Perugia.  I  parted  with  them  with  great 
regret,  for  they  have  been  most  kind,  agree- 
able companions,  and  my  former  prejudice 
against  the  French  is  now  removed.  I  felt 
rather  lonely,  returning  to  the  hotel  with  the 
guide  and  a  young  abbe,  the  custode  of  the 
catacombs.  The  sun  was  very  powerful,  so 
that  I  was  glad  to  rest  in  my  cool  room  for  a 
while. 

At  two  I  had  my  dinner,  and  a  very  bad 
one  it  was — greasy  soup,  half  a  pigeon  burnt 
up,  some  bad  potatoes,  and  two  unripe  pears. 
The  girl  who  should  have  cooked  it  was 
making  love  out  of  the  window  to  a  young 
man  in  an  opposite  balcony.  The  account  of 
what  I  saw  in  the  afternoon  you  shall  have 
in  my  next  letter. 
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LETTEE  XVI. 

Chiusi,  Aug.  31,  1854. 

My  dear  Brother, — Early  in  the  morning 
I  had  ordered  a  donkey  with  a  Spanish  saddle 
to  be  in  attendance  at  three  o'clock,  to 
take  me  to  see  a  newly  discovered  tomb, 
thought  to  be  that  of  Lars  Porsena.  The 
donkey,  however,  proved  to  be  a  wretched- 
looking  pony,  with  a  man's  saddle.  There 
were  no  other  saddles  in  the  town.  The 
distance  being  four  miles  was  too  great  for 
me  to  walk,  and  the  road  was  too  rough  for 
a  carriage,  so  there  was  no  alternative.  I 
mounted  the  pony,  and  managed  to  hold 
on  without  a  fall.  Zappoloni  was  my  guide. 
"We  were  to  go  first  to  see  some  other  cata- 
combs, and  I  was  told  that  the  chief  ofiicer  of 
the  custom-house  and  his  sister  wished  to 
accompany  me.  I  said  I  should  be  most 
happy  to  see  them,  and  very  soon  they 
appeared.  The  sister  promised  to  show  mo 
every  attention  on  the  journey  on  Fri- 
day, saying  she  lived  with  her  mother  at 
Siena.  She  told  me  that  Siena  was  a  most 
healthy  place,  and  that  the  cholera  had 
never  been  there,  but  that  Chiusi  was  very 
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unhealthy.  Our  party  was  joined  by  the 
young  abbe  who  had  accompanied  us  in  the 
morning,  and  we  proceeded  for  about  a  mile 
till  we  reached  a  gate,  where  I  left  my  pony. 
The  approach  to  the  catacombs  was  highly 
picturesque — an  avenue  of  cypresses,  and  a 
rude  kind  of  staircase,  a  few  steps,  and  then 
an  interval  for  about  two  hundred  yards,  till 
we  reached  the  door  of  the  catacombs  of  St. 
Mustiola.  These  are  much  older  than  those 
of  St.  Catarina.  The  passages  are  lower  and 
narrower,  and  much  ruder.  The  bodies  lay 
in  tiers  eight  or  ten  high.  They  were  placed 
in  holes  in  the  tufa  rock,  which  were  closed 
with  cement  and  plaster,  and  the  inscriptions 
were  in  red  letters  above  each  loculus  (for  so 
the  place  in  which  a  body  lies  is  called).  It 
is  very  difficult  to  decipher  these  inscriptions, 
as  they  have  been  much  injured  by  time,  and 
were  never  very  deeply  cut.  I  made  out 
two,  which  I  give  : — 

FILIA  HILARIANI  FLORENTIA.  D.  XIII  KL.APRILIS 
BENIGNVS  HIC  JACET  D  TIBERIANYS  VI  KKF 

I  did  not  see  one  stone  tablet  with  an  in- 
scription. "We  had  wax  lights,  and  walked 
about  in  all  parts ;  it  was  very  wet  and 
damp.  All  trace  of  these  catacombs  was 
lost  till  they  were  re-discovered  by  the 
monks  of  a  Franciscan  convent  at  the  top 
of  the  hill,  who,  in  the  fifteenth  century, 
were  sinking  a  well,  and  found  passages  and 
arches.  They  entered  by  the  shaft  of  the 
well,  and  followed  the  passages  till  at  last 
they  reached  the  entrance.  In  one  spot  the 
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body  of  St.  Mustiola  was  found,  the  patron 
saint  of  Chiusi.  These  catacombs  strike  me 
as  the  most  ancient  I  ever  saw.  They  seem 
to  have  been  merely  burial-places,  as  there 
are  no  signs  of  chapels  or  oratories.  We  did 
not  remain  so  long  as  I  should  have  wished, 
for  the  contrast  between  the  burning  sun 
outside  and  these  damp,  chilly  caverns,  was 
very  great. 

When  we  emerged  I  gave  the  little  abbe 
his  fee,  and  the  custom-house  officer  and  his 
sister  returned  to  Chiusi.  I  remounted  my 
steed,  and,  accompanied  by  Zappoloni  and  his 
little  son,  took  my  way  along  the  shore  of 
the  lovely  Lake  of  Chiusi.  It  is  small,  but 
very  beautiful.  About  half  a  mile  beyond 
the  lake,  we  came  to  a  little  house  for  the 
cultivators  of  the  surrounding  vineyards. 
Here  we  found  the  custode,  and  went  to 
visit  the  Sepolcro  Paccianese,  so  called  from 
having  been  discovered  upon  the  territories 
of  a  family  of  this  name.  It  resembles  the 
tomb  we  saw  in  the  morning,  consisting  of 
one  chamber  built  of  large  blocks  of  traver- 
tine. It  only  contained  cinerary  urns,  which 
had  been  left  as  they  were  found.  I  sketched 
three  of  them.  Upon  one  is  a  flying  sea- 
horse, with  wings  and  a  dolphin's  tail;  on 
another,  a  full  moon,  with  half-moons  on 
each  side ;  and  on  the  third,  a  Medusa's 
head,  with  winged  genii,  and  an  Etruscan 
inscription,  which  I  copied,  but  could  not 
read. 

We  then  started  off  again  through  vine- 
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yards  which  had  suffered  sadly  from  the 
disease.  Clusters  of  grapes  like  cinders  hung 
from  the  boughs.  I  ate  some  of  the  good 
ones,  which  were  very  sweet  though  small. 
We  left  the  vineyards,  and  turned  through 
groves  of  oaks  and  brushwood,  reminding  me 
greatly  of  England,  only  the  distant  peeps  of 
the  hills  were  of  too  intense  a  colouring  for 
a  northern  climate.  At  last  Zappoloni  called 
me  to  dismount,  and  tied  up  the  pony  to  a 
tree.  I  saw  before  me  a  conical  mound  of 
earth  overgrown  with  shrubs  and  brushwood, 
which  I  heard  was  called  II  Deposito 
Gajella,  and  was  the  remains  of  the  tomb  of 
the  great  Porsena.  Zappoloni  led  me  into  a 
circular  chamber  supported  in  the  centre  by 
a  massy  column,  left  standing  when  the  rock 
was  hewn ;  it  is  thirty  feet  eight  inches  in 
circumference,  and  seven  feet  eight  inches 
high.  This  was  the  centre  of  the  tomb.  In 
the  walls  were  five  openings  like  windows, 
communicating  with  other  chambers,  from 
which  branched  still  smaller  ones.  We  went 
into  one  of  the  outer  chambers,  and  Zappo- 
loni's  boy  remained  by  the  centre  column  'y 
when  his  father  called  he  crept  through  one 
of  the  passages  and  came  to  us.  The  five 
large  chambers  into  which  these  passages 
debouche  are  of  unequal  size  ;  one  has  only 
three  rooms  leading  out  of  it,  while  another 
has  eleven.  The  exterior  was  built  up,  and  I 
was  told  that  the  only  mode  of  entering  these 
chambers  was  by  creeping  through  these 
low  passages.  I  suspect,  however,  that  there 
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must  have  been  some  doors  on  the  exterior ; 
now  all  is  broken  and  ruined.  This  tomb 
was  discovered  in  1848,  and  was  then  in  a 
far  more  perfect  state,  but  now  it  becomes 
more  dilapidated  every  day.  The  chief  war- 
riors lay  in  the  principal  chambers;  ten 
skeletons  were  discovered,  but  they  soon 
crumbled  into  dust  upon  being  exposed  to 
the  air.  There  were  considerable  remains  of 
paintings,  but  these  have  been  destroyed  by 
weasels,  whose  claws  are  very  visible.  A 
wall,  3,450  feet  in  circumference,  seven  feet 
eight  inches  wide,  and  two  feet  high,  was 
discovered  round  the  tomb,  but  very  little 
of  it  now  remains.  It  is  believed  that  the 
whole  space  within  the  wall  was  filled  with 
labyrinthine  chambers,  and  that  the  structure 
rose  like  a  pyramid,  with  a  second  and  even 
third  story.  This  last  has  entirely  perished, 
but  some  rooms  of  the  second  still  remain.  I 
did  not,  however,  explore  them,  as  it  would 
have  been  hard  work  to  climb  up,  and  also 
not  very  safe,  as  masses  of  earth  frequently 
fall  in.  Without  the  wall  were  one  hundred 
tombs  for  the  servants.  No  traces  of  these, 
however,  could  I  find. 

Zappoloni  entered  with  the  greatest  ardour 
into  my  desire  to  explore  well  this  remark- 
able tomb.  He  gave  me  all  the  measurements 
in  Tuscan  braccie,  which  I  have  turned  into 
English  feet,  and  took  great  interest  in  the 
sketch  and  ground-plan  which  I  made. 

Lars  Porsena,  the  conqueror  of  Eome,  has 
from  my  earliest  years  been  one  of  my  heroes, 


ROME,  PERUGIA,  AND  SIENA.  227 

and  I  was  delighted  to  think  that  perhaps  I 
had  stood  within  his  tomb,  celebrated  by 
Pliny  and  Varro.  I  have  never  read  an 
.account  of  it,  but  will  try  to  do  so  at  Siena, 
and  see  how  it  agrees  with  this  labyrinthine 
tomb.  I  had  wished  to  visit  the  "  tomb  of 
the  Monkey,"  a  mile  and  a-half  further ;  but 
time  ran  short,  and  Zappoloni  assured  me 
that  it  was  no  longer  worth  visiting,  for  most 
of  the  five  cones  which  once  rose  over  it  had 
fallen,  and  it  was  altogether  much  injured 
-and  ruined.  The  little  boy  brought  up  my 
pony,  and  we  returned  by  a  road  still  more 
beautiful.  The  sun  set  in  floods  of  glory, 
and  the  young  moon  was  most  brilliant,  so 
that  I  greatly  enjoyed  my  ride. 

After  supper  Zappoloni  called  to  make  ar- 
rangements for  the  following  day,  and  I 
ordered  a  little  carriage  to  be  ready  at  seven 
o'clock.  Accordingly,  Aug.  31st,  I  got  up 
at  six,  breakfasted,  and  was  ready  when  the 
equipage  arrived,  which  was  the  roughest  I 
ever  tried.  There  were  two  seats.  On  the 
front  sat  Zappoloni  and  the  driver,  and  I  on 
the  other,  with  a  bag  of  chaff  for  a  cushion. 
'There  were  no  springs,  and  the  harness  was 
entirely  of  rope.  It  was  drawn  by  an  excel- 
lent horse,  which  took  us  along  in  fine  style. 
We  were  going  to  visit  some  Etruscan 
villages. 

But  perhaps  I  ought  here  to  give  you  a 
few  facts  which  I  have  been  able  to  learn 
about  Clusium.  The  name  is  derived  from 
CHLS,  to  conquer  or  subdue.  Livy  says  that 
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it  was  inhabited  by  the  Umbrians  and  called 
Gamers,  till  Tarchon  changed  its  name  to 
Chlus.  According  to  Servius  it  was  the  seat 
of  the  Etruscan  kings  before  the  Trojan  war. 
After  some  time  Tarquinia  became  the  head 
or  capital  of  the  Etruscan  league,  but  in  the 
time  of  Porsena,  the  Lars  or  chief  of  Clusium, 
his  city  again  became  the  capital  instead  of 
Tarquinia.  After  the  time  of  Porsena,  Etra- 
ria  began  to  yield  to  the  rising  power  of 
Rome,  till  at  last  it  was  entirely  subdued. 
To  Etruria  Italy  was  indebted  for  her  civiliza- 
tion. According  to  Greek  and  Latin  writers 
Tarchon  introduced  into  Italy  the  trumpet, 
shield,  phalanx,  and  science  of  fortifications ; 
the  Tuscan  order  of  architecture,  atria  (or 
open  courts  within  the  houses),  the  prow  and 
anchor,  mills  turned  by  water,  theatres  and 
plays,  horse-races  and  the  golden  crown  of 
victory,  vases  of  pottery,  painting,  coins, 
making  of  roads,  and  agricultural  improve- 
ments— certainly  a  long  catalogue  to  have 
been  introduced  by  one  man.  The  Etruscan 
mythology  is  extremely  interesting.  Their 
most  popular  goddess  was  Nortia,  or  Fortune, 
around  whose  altar  the  Etruscans  used  to 
hang  golden  shields.  Macaulay's  spirited 
ballad  adds  an  additional  charm  to  the  name 
of  "  Lars  Porsena  of  Clusium." 

After  this  little  digression  we  must  return 
to  my  morning's  expedition.  We  drove  along 
a  very  pretty  road,  looking  upon  the  three 
lakes.  The  only  vehicles  we  saw  were  most 
primitive  carts  of  wicker-work,  like  great 
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baskets  set  upon  wheels,  and  drawn  by  grey 
oxen.  The  whole  "turn-out"  seemed  as 
ancient  as  the  days  of  Porsena.  After 
driving  five  miles  we  came  to  Sarciano, 
a  small  town  on  the  side  of  a  hill.  This 
was  a  regular .  Etruscan  settlement,  but  not 
one  of  the  most  important.  The  whole  neigh- 
bourhood was  burrowed  with  tombs  and 
stones  of  ancient  pottery,  and  vases  are  dis- 
covered every  day. 

As  I  wished  to  see  objects  of  interest  of 
•every  kind,  I  was  taken  first  to  the  Duomo, 
which  is  a  very  poor,  shabby  place.  In  the 
sacristy  I  saw  a  beautiful  picture  of  the  An- 
nunciation, by  Sodoma,  which  had  been  cut 
in  two.  The  angel  hung  in  one  place,  and 
Mary,  a  lovely  kneeling  figure,  in  another. 
There  are  several  other  churches  in  Sarciano, 
but  the  only  one  of  any  interest  is  that  dedi- 
cated to  St.  Francesco,  which  is  old,  and 
contains  five  of  the  curious  ancient  stiff 
paintings  on  gold  grounds.  Not  being  at  all 
acquainted  as  yet  with  the  Tuscan  school  of 
art,  I  could  not  tell  their  probable  date.  We 
were  persecuted  with  dealers  in  "  cinque 
cento"  ware — great  bowls,  plates,  and  dishes 
of  earthenware,  with  most  extraordinary  de- 
signs and  patterns.  It  is  very  highly  prized, 
but  I  think  it  frightfully  ugly,  and  would 
not  accept  any  of  it  as  a  gift,  so  that  Zappo- 
loni  was  disappointed  in  his  hopes  I  should 
buy  some  of  the  bargains. 

I  was  then  taken  to  the  house  of  Ettore 
Borselli,  who  has  formed  a  museum  of  Etrus- 
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can  antiquities  in  his  house.  The  articles 
are  small,  but  very  curious  and  interesting, 
and  are  for  sale.  I  was  tempted  with  a  little 
bronze  lamp  in  the  form  of  a  cock,  but 
never  buy  anything,  or  my  luggage  would  in- 
crease, and  it  is  already  as  much  as  I  can 
manage.  The  proprietor  was  very  politer 
only  a  little  too  urgent  for  me  to  buy.  He 
produced  a  small  box  containing  gold  orna- 
ments of  great  beauty  found  about  two  miles 
off.  There  were  many  cloak-clasps ;  earrings 
of  different  kinds — one  pair  was  inlaid  with 
precious  stones ;  and  many  rings.  One  wa& 
very  beautiful,  two  circlets  of  gold  with  clasped 
hands.  He  would  have  me  try  it  on,  and 
began  in  the  usual  Italian  style  to  say  how 
beautiful  it  looked  on  my  white  hand,  and 
had  been  dug  up  on  purpose  for  me.  He 
asked  thirty  shillings  for  it,  which  was  not 
dear,  but  I  had  no  occasion  for  it. 

After  a  good  deal  of  conversation,  mostly 
in  Italian  (for  he  spoke  very  bad  French),  I 
took  my  leave  and  went  to  a  much  larger  mu- 
seum collected  by  Luigi  Lunghini,  who  wishes 
to  dispose  of  the  whole  for  a  thousand  pounds, 
and  begged  me  to  write  to  some  of  my  Eng- 
lish friends,  and  recommend  them  to  buy  it. 
There  are  two  rooms  full  of  all  kinds  of  arti- 
cles. The  most  Araluable  thing  was  a  small 
sarcophagus  about  four  feet  long,  of  fetid 
limestone  ;  the  bas-reliefs  on  the  sides  were 
exquisitely  executed,  and  represent,  1.  Mar- 
riage ;  2.  The  rejoicing  procession  after  mar- 
riage, when  the  bride  is  borne  in  triumph  to 
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her  husband's  home ;  3.  Sickness,  a  man  lying 
upon  a  couch ;  4.  Death.  The  pottery  vases 
were  of  a  very  superior  description.  I 
sketched  a  very  beautiful  jug  in  the  form  of 
a  bird  of  black  and  red  ware,  the  liquid 
flowed  from  its  bill ;  also  a  curious  arm-rester 
to  be  used  when  writing.  The  forms  are 
most  graceful  of  all  the  vessels  for  water,  oil, 
and  wine. 

Having  now  lionized  Sarciano,  we  entered 
our  vehicle  and  drove  to  Cetona,  two  miles 
distant,  along  an  excellent  road.  I  think 
this  is  the  neatest  and  cleanest  village  I  have 
seen  in  Italy.  The  houses  were  all  either  of 
stone  or  freshly  stuccoed;  the  paved  streets 
were  nicely  kept,  and  the  children  did  not 
look  so  dirty  and  untidy  as  is  usual  in  this 
country. 

Zappoloni  promised  to  take  me  to  see 
another  museum  containing  the  most  beau- 
tiful sarcophagus  which  had  been  as  yet  dis- 
covered. I  was  rather  surprised  at  the  ap- 
pearance of  the  house  at  which  we  stopped. 
Everything  was  most  handsome,  and  the 
door  opened  by  a  livery  servant.  The  guide 
begged  permission  for  an  English  lady  to  see 
the  museum,  which  was  granted,  and  I  was  led 
through  several  beautifully  furnished  rooms, 
carpeted  with  handsome  carpets,  into  the 
museum,  which  is  one  small  room.  The 
treasure  is  kept  in  a  glass  case.  It  is  a  sar- 
cophagus about  five  feet  long;  on  the  lid  lies 
a  male  figure.  The  material  is  the  finest  white 
marble,  and  the  workmanship  exquisite.  The 
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peculiarity  is,  that  the  thick  necklace  round 
the  man's  neck,  his  armlets,  the  hem  of  his 
dress,  and  a  jug  he  holds  in  his  hand,  are  of 
thick  gold,  which  contrasts  well  with  the 
pure  white  of  the  marble,  which  has  never 
been  painted.  The  countenance  expresses 
great  dignity,  and  it  is  conjectured  that  this 
was  the  sepulchral  urn  of  some  great  ruler 
and  warrior.  On  the  front  of  the  sarcophagus 
is  a  beautiful  bas-relief  representing  a  com- 
bat, and  several  of  the  figures  wear  gold  or- 
naments— such  as  shields,  spears,  armour,  &c. 
This  is,  I  believe,  the  only  tomb  upon  which 
gold  has  been  discovered,  and  it  has  been 
supposed  to  be  that  of  the  head  of  the  family. 
Two  others  which  stand  near  it  in  the  mu- 
seum are  surmounted  with  younger  figures, 
which  from  the  likeness  are  supposed  to  have 
been  the  son  and  daughter  of  the  chief  or 
"Lucumo,"  as  the  Etruscan  rulers  were 
called. 

While  I  was  examining  the  smaller  articles 
in  cases  round  the  room,  the  mistress  of  the 
house  came  in  and  most  politely  invited  me 
to  spend  the  rest  of  the  day  with  them.  I 
declined  at  first,  but  she  would  take  no  de- 
nial, so  I  agreed  to  remain,  and  ordered  my 
carriage  to  be  put  up.  Zappoloni  thought  I 
should  be  asked  to  remain,  and  had  provided 
for  himself  and  the  driver.  I  was  taken  into 
a  state  bed-room  to  take  off  my  bonnet,  and  in- 
troduced to  the  other  members  of  the  family. 

Signor  Terrossi  was  an  elderly  man,  very 
gentlemanly  and  highly  educated.  He  had 
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Tjeen  in  England,  and  had  studied  our  lan- 
guage for  years,  but  said  he  could  not  learn 
the  pronunciation.  He  had  translated  several 
plays  of  Shakspere  into  Italian,  but  had  not 
published  them.  Signora  Enrichetta  was  his 
second  wife,  very  nice  looking,  with  a  fine 
figure  and  particularly  winning,  gracious 
manners.  The  two  daughters  by  the  first 
marriage  were  married  and  settled  in  Tus- 
cany ;  the  eldest  daughter  of  Enrichetta  was 
.also  married  and  had  several  children.  I 
was  quite  surprised  when  the  young-looking 
handsome  woman  told  me  she  was  a  grand- 
mother ;  she  did  not  look  above  thirty.  I 
saw  only  the  two  sons — one  aged  twenty, 
who  talked  French  well,  and  the  youngest 
(the  pet  of  the  family),  a  sweet  little  boy 
three  years  old.  The  Signer's  younger 
brother  (a  great  musician),  and  an  artist  stay- 
ing in  the  house,  made  up  the  party.  I  was 
glad  of  the  opportunity  of  spending  a  day  en 
famille  with  Italians,  and  all  that  I  saw  raised 
this  family  highly  in  my  estimation. 

I  was  taken  to  see  the  grounds,  which  are 
most  extensive.  The  front  of  the  house  is  in 
the  village,  but,  as  it  is  upon  a  high  hill,  the 
grounds  slope  down  very  prettily  at  the  back ; 
they  are  beautifully  laid  out,  and  contain  three 
miles  of  walks.  I  was  most  interested  with 
a  model  of  the  tomb  from  which  the  sarco- 
phagi in  the  museum  had  been  taken.  This 
tomb  was  discovered  in  the  Signer's  terri- 
tories five  miles  off,  about  ten  years  since, 
.and  consisted  of  one  chamber  with  a  painted 
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frieze  in  the  usual  style,  and  a  ledge,  upon- 
which  were  the  three  sarcophagi  and  various 
pottery  vases.  All  this  was  very  well  imitated,, 
only  the  colours  were  a  little  too  bright  to  be 
natural.  There  were  cool  grottoes  hung  with 
stalactites,  hermitages,  a  fancy  hut  called 
"  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin,"  and  various  contriv- 
ances, which  the  Signor  had  great  pleasure  in. 
showing  to  me. 

At  one  o'clock  we  were  siunmoned  to  din- 
ner. First  came  soup,  then  slices  of  ham,., 
with  fresh  figs,  were  handed  round.  It 
sounded  like  an  odd  dish,  but  it  was  very 
good.  The  usual  boiled  beef  followed,  an. 
omelet,  an  excellent  dish  of  minced  meat 
and  maccaroni,  and  sweet  fritters.  Cham- 
pagne was  handed  about,  and  for  dessert  we 
had  various  fruits,  cakes,  and  sweets.  "We- 
talked  sometimes  in  French,  as  the  Signor 
wished  his  eldest  son  to  have  the  opportunity 
of  speaking  the  language. 

After  dinner  all  the  family  retired  to  their 
rooms  for  a  siesta.  The  Signora  Enrichetta 
took  me  to  a  magnificent  saloon  supported  by 
beautiful  columns.  Marble  statues  stood 
round  it,  and  the  carpets,  curtains,  and  fur- 
niture were  of  the  handsomest  description 
from  Paris.  A  great  many  books  of  views 
were  produced,  and  I  amused  myself  very 
well  for  two  hours,  when  my  hostess  reap- 
peared. She  took  me  to  a  little  summer 
parlour,  where  we  sat  and  talked  a  good 
deal.  Her  little  boy  was  a  most  intelligent 
child.  She  had  taken  great  pains  to  teach 
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him  French,  and  lie  understood  all  that  she 
said  to  him.  I  was  very  much  pleased  with 
the  whole  family  ;  they  seem  to  be  of  a  class 
common  in  England,  btyt  not  in  this  country 
—  wealthy  proprietors  living  on  their  own 
property,  and  exerting  themselves  for  the 
good  of  their  dependants.  Perhaps  some  of 
the  worthy  Signer's  little  houses  and  gar- 
dens might  be  considered  "  cockneyish  ;  " 
but  it  was  impossible  not  to  respect  him 
when  he  said,-  "  I  had  such  a  place  erected  to 
give  employment  to  the  poor  when  the  vines 
first  failed  in  1849  ;  another  place  when  a 
severe  winter  had  caused  distress."  I  told 
them  a  little  of  my  history  ;  and  they 
were  amused  to  see  how  many  languages 
I  could  read,  when  they  showed  me  the 
library,  which  is  very  well  furnished  with 
good  editions  of  the  classics,  and  many  of 
the  best  English  authors,  both  poets  and  his- 
torians. They  were  going  a  drive,  and 
offered  to  take  me  part  of  the  way  to  Chiusi, 
so  my  little  vehicle  was  sent  on  in  advance. 
At  half-past  five  we  started  in  a  handsome 
carriage,  drawn  by  two  horses.  I  enjoyed 
the  drive  greatly,  and  was  much  struck  with 
the  pleasant  salutations  exchanged  between 
the  master  and  the  tenants  whom  we  passed 
on  the  road.  At  last  I  saw  my  little  carriage, 
or  rather  cart,  so  I  bade  goodbye  to  the  kind 
Terrossi  family.  We  parted  with  regret,  and 
I  hope  to  see  them  again  some  day. 

Upon  my  return  to  Chiusi,  I  went  to  the 
diligence  office  to  take  my  place  for  Siena, 
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and  had  a  great  battle  about  my  luggage, 
for  which  they  charged  most  exorbitantly. 
I  had  to  pay  as  much  for  my  two  boxes  and 
bag  as  for  my  own  place ;  but  there  was  no 
redress.  I  saw  it  all  to  the  custom-house, 
and  had  it  fastened  with  the  "bollo,"  or 
leaden  seal,  that  it  should  not  be  opened  at  the 
gates  of  Siena.  For  this  again  there  were 
fees  to  be  paid.  In  Italy  every  one  tries  to 
get  as  much  as  possible  out  of  you.  Zappo- 
loni  the  guide  is  not  an  extortioner.  I  was 
greatly  pleased  with  him ;  his  civility  was 
very  great,  and  he  was  very  intelligent,  and 
devoted  to  the  antiquities  of  his  birth-place. 
By  trade  he  is  a  saddler;  he  is  an  old  man,  and 
I  trust  he  will  bring  up  his  son  to  be  as  good  a 
guide  as  himself.  I  paid  him  what  I  promised, 
and  gave  him  a  pretty,  fancy-wood  match-box, 
with  which  he  was  enchanted,  and  wished  he 
had  something  better  to  offer  me  than  a  cata- 
logue of  the  sights  of  Chiusi  in  his  own 
handwriting,  which  I  shall  preserve  in  re- 
membrance of  the  old  man. 

In  a  month  a  new  hotel  will  be  finished, 
just  outside  the  gate,  which  promises  to  be  a 
very  handsome  building,  and  will  perhaps 
induce  travellers  to  visit  this  most  interest- 
ing place.  The  present  inn  is  clean,  but  the 
people  are  very  disagreeable.  Adelaide,  the 
daughter,  is  a  most  careless  waiting-maid, 
and  the  food  is  intolerably  bad.  However, 
I  was  independent  of  a  supper,  having  had  a 
.good  dinner. 

I  have  had  great  pleasure  during  my  three 
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days'  stay  here,  and  though  there  are  many 
other  tombs  and  two  more  museums,  still  I 
believe  I  have  seen  what  is  most  worthy  of 
attention.  After  writing  a  good  character  of 
Zappoloni  in  his  book  of  testimonials,  I  went 
to  rest,  and  in  my  next  letter  you  shall  have 
an  account  of  the  journey  to  Siena. 
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LETTEK  XVII. 

Hotel  Aquila  Nera,  Siena,  Sept.  6th,  1854. 

My  dear  Brother, — Here  I  am  in  very 
comfortable  quarters  in  this  delightful  old 
city. 

My  last  letter  ended  with  my  last  night 
at  Chiusi.  The  next  morning  I  was  up  by 
three  o'clock.  The  porters  of  the  diligence 
came  to  fetch  me  with  lanterns,  and  at  four 
o'clock  exactly  it  left  Chiusi.  It  is  a  most 
interesting  place,  and  probably  will  be  more 
visited  in  time  than  it  is  now,  especially  if 
there  should  be  a  place  where  tolerable  food 
can  be  procured,  which  is  not  the  case  now. 
La  diligenza  was  a  very  large  comfortable 
omnibus,  with  nicely  stuffed  seats.  The 
sister  of  the  custom-house  officer,  a  young 
man,  and  myself,  were  the  only  passengers 
for  some  time.  It  was  very  beautiful  to 
watch  the  gradual  approach  of  day,  from 
the  first  streaks  of  light  till  the  glorious  sun 
made  his  appearance.  We  passed  through 
the  village  of  Acqua  Yiva,  under  a  lofty 
hill,  upon  the  summit  .of  which  is  perched 
Montepulciano,  an  old  Etruscan  town,  now 
famous  for  its  wines,  called  by  the  inhabit- 
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•ants  "  II  Re  del  Vino  ; "  the  hill  is  so  steep 
that  it  requires  oxen  to  drag  carriages  up 
to  the  town.  In  every  direction  we  saw 
these  picturesque  towns  upon  mountain  tops. 
We  then  turned  along  beautiful  lake  Thrasy- 
mene ;  the  road  ran  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
from  the  water,  and  the  scenery  was  very 
lovely,  quite  of  a  different  character  to  what 
we  had  seen  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  lake. 

At  nine  o'clock  we  stopped  at  a  single 
house  beyond  the  village  of  Osima  Lunga  to 
change  horses.  On  our  left  was  Rovignano, 
much  resorted  to  by  vetturini  travellers,  and 
on  the  right  the  town  of  Chianchiano,  famous 
for  its  baths  and  mineral  waters.  All  the 
vines  in  this  district  have  suffered  severely 
from  the  disease,  and  it  is  said  not  to  be  at 
all  healthy.  Chiusi  is  said  to  be  a  very 
malarious  place,  and  the  water  bad  and 
brackish. 

After  leaving  the  lake  the  country  was 
fertile  and  pretty,  but  nothing  very  remark- 
able, and  after  a  time  it  became  extremely 
ugly,  bare  white  chalky  hills,  without  any 
vegetation,  for  above  two  miles.  The  scenery 
improved  as  we  approached  Siena,  which 
looked  very  picturesque  in  the  distance  with 
its  towers. 

At  two  o'clock  we  reached  the  city  gate, 
&nd  were  detained  a  short  time  while  my 
passport  was  examined,  and  the  leaden  seals 
<3ut  off  my  luggage.  I  objected  to  this,  as 
I  might  not  wish  to  stay  long  in  Siena,  and 
should  have  to  pay  for  u  plombngc  "  again, 
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but  it  was  no  use  to  remonstrate ;  we  were 
taken  to  the  diligence  office  near  the  station 
of  the  railway  to  Florence.  I  got  out,  and 
found  it  was  here  that  I  expected  to  find  my 

friend  Mrs.  P ;  so  leaving  my  luggage  I 

went  up  stairs  to  the  little  hotel  of  "  II  Re 
del  Moro,"  asked  for  the  English  lady,  and 
was  taken  to  my  friend's  room,  where  I 
received  a  very  warm  welcome. 

There  was  no  room  for  me  at  the  hotel, 
nor  were  there  any  lodgings  near  at  hand^ 
Siena  was  full  of  refugees  from  Leghorn, 
escaping  from  the  cholera,  so  that  it  was 
scarcely  possible  to  find  any  accommoda- 
tion. At  seven  o'clock  I  proceeded  to  the 
principal  hotel,  the  "  Black  Eagle,"  and 
was  so  fortunate  as  to  find  an  excellent 
room  on  the  second  floor  for  a  shilling  a  day, 
and  was  glad  to  go  to  bed.  There  I  remained 
till  noon  the  following  day,  till  recovered 
from  the  fatigues  of  the  journey  and  bad  food 
of  Chiusi.  Mrs.  P — • —  paid  me  a  visit,  and 
very  glad  I  was  to  find  her  so  much  better 
as  to  be  able  to  mount  my  stairs.  It  wa& 
fixed  that  while  in  Siena  I  should  take  my 
dinner  at  her  hotel  each  day  to  enjoy  her 
company. 

I  sallied  forth  to  leave  some  letters  I  had 

upon  Signer  ]ST ,  in  the  Piazza  Tolomei. 

He  is  a  shoemaker,  and  the  correspondent  of 
Messrs.  M'Quay,  Packenham,  and  Hooker, 
at  Florence  and  Rome.  I  found  him  a 
most  obliging  person.  Then  I  went  to  the 
"  Moorish  King."  After  dinner  we  sat  out 
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on  a  pretty  balcony,  surrounded  with  vases 
containing  bright  flowers.  We  greatly  en- 
joyed the  fresh  air,  and  seeing  the  bright 
moon  nearly  at  her  full. 

A  letter  from  Naples  gives  a  sad  account 
of  the  cholera.  The  accounts  from  Messina 
are  frightful. 

On  Sunday  morning  the  sun  shone  brightly, 
and  yet  there  was  a  most  delicious  freshness 
in  the  air.  My  room  looked  into  the  Piazza 
Tolomei,  a  square  flagged  with  large  stones 
and  surrounded  by  good  houses,  the  lower 
part  of  which  are  shops.  Upon  a  column 
stands  a  bronze  she-wolf,  the  sign  of  Siena, 
and  opposite  to  it  the  little  church  of  St. 
Christopher.  At  nine  I  had  my  breakfast — . 
coffee,  an  egg,  and  two  small  rolls  of  most 
delicious  light  bread  called  "  semola,"  for 
which  I  have  bargained  to  pay  eightpence. 
Then  I  sallied  forth  to  the  Duomo. 

Much  as  I  had  heard  of  the  cathedral  of 
Siena,  it  surpassed  all  my  expectations.  The 
front  is  rich  beyond  description ;  it  is  inlaid 
with  white,  red,  and  black  marble,  relieved 
with  other  colours,  painting,  and  gilding. 
There  are  exquisite  rosette  windows.  The 
centre  porch  is  pointed,  and  the  side  doors 
round.  It  would,  I  suppose,  be  called  the 
Italian  Gothic  style.  It  was  finished  in 
1290  by  a  Sienese  architect.  On  the  facade 
are  various  animals  symbolical  of  the  neigh- 
bouring cities.  Siena  herself  is  the  she-wolf, 
Perugia  the  stork,  Orvieto  the  goose,  Rome  the 
elephant  and  castle,  £c.,  £c.  The  campanile 
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is  distinct  from  the  church,  and  is  of  consider- 
ably earlier  date.  Had  the  original  plan  been 
carried  out  this  would  have  been  the  largest 
church  in  the  world,  the  present  building  hav- 
ing been  intended  only  to  have  formed  one  of 
the  side  aisles.  Arches  in  different  parts  of 
the  enclosure  round  about  show  what  the  size 
was  to  have  been,  but  the  plague  broke  out 
in  1348,  and  so  fearfully  depopulated  the  city 
that  the  survivors  lost  all  heart;  and  then  the 
wars  in  which  Siena  was  always  engaged  took 
the  money  which  was  to  have  been  spent  on 
the  cathedral.  Much  as  the  exterior  pleased 
me,  still  the  interior  was  far  more  striking. 
The  bell  was  ringing  for  the  Missa  Cantata, 
so  I  was  obliged  to  defer  my  examination  till 
afterwards,  and  took  my  place  with  the  as- 
sembled populace.  The  bishop  officiated. 
The  music  was  not  first-rate,  but  the  best 
was  made  out  of  an  indifferent  organ  and 
choir.  At  intervals  the  deep  bell  sounded, 
and  the  effect  of  its  intonations  with  the 
music  was  very  fine.  The  service  altogether 
was  more  impressive  than  in  Borne.  The 
Gothic  columns  and  lofty  roof  are,  to  my 
mind,  more  suited  to  a  church  than  the 
Grecian  style  of  architecture. 

There  is  a  beautiful  wheel  window  with 
painted  glass.  In  the  interior  black  and 
white  marble  alternate,  producing  a  very 
singular,  but,  to  my  taste,  very  pleasing 
effect.  The  pavement  is  very  beautiful,  white 
marble  inlaid  with  dark  grey,  and  forming  pic- 
tures. I  did  not  examine  very  carefully,  but 
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•was  struck  with  the  gigantic  ten  sibyls,  each 
bearing  her  name  in  a  separate  compartment. 

Having  heard  the  library  was  only  open 
upon  a  festa,  I  went  there,  and  admired 
greatly  the  exquisite  frescoes.  There  are 
ten  of  them,  representing  various  scenes 
in  the  life  of  Pius  II.  (JEneas  Sylvius 
Piccolominij,  who  was  pope  from  1458  to 
1464.  The  colouring  is  as  fresh  as  if  just 
finished,  and  the  attitudes  of  the  figures 
are  easy  and  graceful.  They  were  executed 
by  Pinturecchio,  assisted  by  the  young 
Eafael,  then  only  twenty  years  of  age, 
whose  portrait  is  introduced  into  several  of 
them  as  a  youth  wearing  a  plumed  cap,  and 
red  trunk  hose.  A  very  exquisite  small 
group  of  the  graces  is  preserved  here ;  it  was 
found  under  the  foundations  in  the  thirteenth 
century,  and  is  considered  one  of  the  finest 
Imown  works  of  Grecian  art.  I  think  the 
group  would  be  better  placed  in  a  museum 
than  in  the  library,  which  is  in  fact  a  chapel 
of  the  cathedral,  and  derives  its  name  from 
containing  the  choir-books,  many  of  which 
are  beautifully  illuminated.  I  then  left,  and 
sat  for  some  time  upon  a  bench  opposite  to 
the  cathedral,  admiring  it  and  the  public 
buildings  which  form  the  square. 

On  my  way  back  I  took  a  guide,  who 
pointed  out  to  me  the  palaces  Buonsignori  and 
iSarasini,  which  are  extremely  handsome. 

At  three  o'clock  I  went  to  dine  with  Mrs. 

P ,  who  proposed,  at  six,  that  we  should 

£go  to  the  public  promenade,  called  La  Lizza. 
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It  is  a  very  pretty  place,  laid  out  with  foun- 
tains, grass-plots,  and  drives.  There  are 
avenues  of  fine  trees,  under  which  are 
benches  of  marble  and  very  fair  statues  of 
the  ancient  gods  and  heroes.  Here  all  the 
fashionables  of  Siena  walk  and  drive  on 
"  festas."  It  is  rather  a  confined  spot  for 
driving.  There  is  no  distant  view.  I  was 
told  that  a  fortress  was  built  by  Charles  V. 
on  this  spot,  which  was  destroyed  by  the 
citizens. 

We  remained  some  time  till  my  friend 
grewweary ;  and  then  I  took  her  home  to  her 
quiet  little  hotel.  She  has  a  very  nice  bed- 
room, which  she  engaged  by  the  month  at 
sixpence  a-day  !  and  says  that  her  food  is 
cheap  in  proportion. 

On  Monday  morning  I  went  to  the  oifice 
of  police,  or  prefettura,  to  see  after  my  pass- 
port, which  had  been  taken  from  me.  In 
Tuscany  they  are  more  tiresome  about  pass- 
ports than  even  in  Borne  and  Naples.  If 
you  stay  above  three  days  at  Siena  you  want 
a  regular  "  carta  di  soggiorno,"  which  costs 
about  eight  shillings. 

I  found  a  particularly  civil  official,  and 
upon  representing  to  him  that  I  was  only 
remaining  in  the  city  till  satisfied  that 
Florence  was  free  from  cholera,  he  gave  me 
a  written  permission  to  stay  ten  days  with- 
out any  charge,  saying  I  must  go  there 
again  for  my  passport  before  I  went  away. 

Finding  from  "Murray"  that  St.  Domenico 
was  very  well  worth  seeing,  I  took  a  boy  to 
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guide  me  thither.  It  is  a  fine  large  church, 
very  well  placed,  and  commanding  a  fine 
view.  The  pictures  are  very  interesting. 
One,  a  Madonna  and  Child,  by  Guido  di 
Ghezzo,  bears  the  date  of  1221,  on  the 
strength  of  which  the  Sienese  claim  to  be  the 
earliest  school  of  art,  as  this  picture  was 
painted  nineteen  years  before  the  birth  of 
Cimabue,  the  Florentine  father  of  painting. 
The  figure  is  stiff,  but  the  face  of  the  Virgin 
is  very  sweet  and  lovely.  The  Nativity  on 
a  gold  ground,  begun  by  Matteo  di  Giovanni 
and  finished  by  Luca  Signorelli,  his  pupil,  is 
interesting.  There  are  two  other  beautiful 
old  pictures,  one  of  St.  Barbara  with  Cata- 
rina  and  Maddalena,  by  Matteo  di  Giovanni, 
dating  from  1469  ;  and  the  other  the  Yirgin 
and  Saints,  with  the  Epiphany  in  a  lunette 
above  by  Giovanni  di  Paolo  in  1426.  The 
Crucifixion,  by  Salimbeni,  in  the  sixteenth 
centuiy,  is  a  very  striking  picture. 

In  the  little  chapel  of  St.  Catarina  are 
some  exquisite  frescoes  :  one  represents  the 
saint  fainting  in  the  arms  of  two  nuns  at 
the  appearance  of  the  Saviour  ;  and  the  other, 
her  ecstasy  on  seeing  the  Holy  Family  in 
heaven.  These  are  by  Sodoma,  of  whom 
Siena  is  as  proud  as  Perugia  is  of  her  Pietro. 
There  is  often  confusion  because  Sodoma's 
real  name  was  Gian- Antonio  Razzi,  and  he 
is  sometimes  called  by  one  name  and  then  by 
the  other  in  the  same  picture  gallery.  He 
flourished  in  the  fifteenth  century,  and  was 
employed  in  Eome  to  decorate  the  Farnesina 
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and  Vatican  palaces.  His  pictures  are  very 
lovely— the  attitudes  are  graceful,  and  the 
countenances  are  most  expressive ;  the 
colouring  is  not  very  bright,  and  I  do  not 
think  I  should  say  he  was  a  painter  of  great 
imagination,  but  everything  he  attempts  is 
carefully  and  beautifully  done.  From  the 
door  of  this  church  the  view  of  the  Duomo 
was  very  fine,  so  I  sat  down  on  a  low  wall 
and  sketched  it. 

The  next  two  hours  I  spent  most  pleasantly 
in  the  public  library,  containing  about 
50,000  volumes  and  above  5,000  manu- 
scripts. It  is  open  to  women  as  well  as- 
men,  and  no  introduction  is  necessary  to- 
come  and  read  or  copy  here.  The  principal 
curiosities  I  saw  were — first,  a  beautifully 
written  prose  translation  of  the  "^Eneid"into 
Italian,  of  the  thirteenth  century,  one  of  the 
earliest  Italian  versions  of  the  classics. 
Second,  an  exquisite  copy  of  the  Gospels  in 
Greek ;  the  binding  is  magnificent,  in  mas- 
sive gold  and  silver,  wrought  with  figures  of 
the  apostles,  and  the  miniatures  illustrating 
it  are  very  carefully  executed ;  this  was  the 
work  of  the  ninth  century,  and  originally 
belonged  to  the  Imperial  chapel  at  Constan- 
tinople. Third,  "  Ordo  officiorum  Senensis 
Ecclesiee,"  contains  many  illuminations  by 
Oderigo  da  Gubbio,  the  friend  of  Dante,  in 
1213.  Fourth,  an  exquisite  "  ceremoniale," 
book  of  ceremonies,  very  highly  illuminated, 
of  the  thirteenth  century.  Fifth,  a  very 
rich  breviary,  presented  to  the  family 
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Petroni  by  the  nuns  of  St.  Clara  ;  the  binding 
is  very  handsome,  and  each  page  is  illumi- 
nated. The  miniatures  representing  the 
seven  sacraments  are  very  beautiful.  Sixth, 
a  very  beautiful  missal  of  the  fifteenth  cen- 
tury. Seventh,  the  laws  of  the  company 
of  merchants  of  Siena,  richly  illuminated, 
and  the  handwriting  most  beautiful.  Eighth, 
the  most  valuable  of  all,  a  book  of  devotions 
for  the  Canonical  Hours;  the  number  and 
execution  of  these  miniatures  exceeded  all 
others.  I  also  turned  over  a  volume  of 
letters  of  Metastasio,  written  in  a  very  clear 
hand,  very  easy  to  read.  I  tried  a  volume 
of  the  letters  of  St.  Catharine  ;  she  could  not 
write  herself,  so  employed  an  amanuensis, 
and  the  writing  was  most  illegible.  I  did  not 
think  it  worth  the  trouble  of  deciphering.  I 
was  much  interested  in  turning  over  the 
portfolios  of  two  Sienese  artists,  Sangallo 
and  Peruzzi,  containing  sketches,  ornaments, 
and  architectural  subjects. 

Upon  leaving  I  had  a  cordial  invitation 
from  the  librarian  to  return  as  often  as  I 
liked.  .1  was  obliged  to  take  two  hours' 
rest,  and  then  went  out  again,  first  to  visit  a 

Scotch  lady,  Miss  T ,  to  whom  I  had 

brought  letters  of  introduction,  and  then  to 

Mrs.  P .     After  dinner  we  sat  out  in 

the  Sala  di  Fieri,  as  we  called  the  little 
terrace,  with  its  flowerpots,  talking  and 
working  by  the  bright  moonlight,  which 
really  made  the  streets  nearly  as  bright  as 
day. 
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On  the  morning  of  Tuesday  5th,  I  went  to 
Casa  Barbucci  to  breakfast  with  my  Scotch 

friend  Miss  T .     We  had  an  excellent 

meal,   during  which    we   feasted   our   eyes 
upon  a  lovely  view  from  the  windows. 

Lodgings  are  very  cheap  here ;  this  suite, 
consisting  of  two  excellent  sitting-rooms, 
three  bed-rooms,  and  kitchen,  all  nicely 
furnished,  lets  for  about  £3  6s.  per  month. 

My  friend  had  spent  thirty  years  in  Italy, 
without  ever  returning  to  England.  She 
came  a  great  invalid,  under  the  care  of  an 
affectionate  sister,  and  they  lived  a  long  time 
in  Naples.  There  the  sister  died  suddenly, 
and  the  invalid,  who  had  in  a  great  degree 
recovered  her  health,  left  Naples,  and  lives 
between  Rome  and  Siena,  or  Florence.  She 
is  a  very  excellent  person,  and  most  agree- 
able. She  told  me  that  at  one  time  quite  a 
colony  of  English  people  settled  at  Siena, 
and  that  there  was  a  chaplain  and  regular 
English  service.  Now,  however,  most  of  the 
families  were  gone,  and  there  was  no  longer 
any  service.  I  do  not  wonder  at  any  one 
liking  Siena.  It  is  a  very  handsome,  aristo- 
cratic city,  abounding  in  the  necessaries  of 
life  at  a  very  low  price.  It  is  conveniently 
situated  also,  near  Leghorn  and  Florence. 
It  is  considered  a  remarkably  healthy  place ; 
the  cholera  has  never  been  here,  and  there 
are  no  musquitoes.  The  winters,  however, 
are  said  to  be  intensely  cold,  and  the  climate 
is  very  variable  after  September.  It  is  about 
the  same  size  as  Perugia,  containing  upwards 
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of  18,000  inhabitants.  It  cannot  at  all  com- 
pare with  Perugia  in  beauty  of  situation,  but 
is  far  more  "habitable"  and  comfortable. 
Nice  carnages  can  be  hired,  and  the  shops 
of  all  kinds  are  very  good. 

When  I  left  Casa  Barbucci,  I  went  to  the 
church  of  St.  Francesco,  which  is  large  and 
handsome,    and    contains    many    beautiful 
paintings:  St.   Martina,  by  Pietro  da  Cor- 
tona ;  St.  Lazzaro,  by  Casolani ;  La  Madda- 
lena,  by  Eosa ;  and  the  Deposition  from  the 
'Cross,  by  Sodoma :  this  last  is  an  admirable 
painting,  it  fixes  the  attention,  and  the  more 
I  looked  the  more  I  admired.     "  II  limbo 
dei  santi  padri,"  by  Beccafumi  (date  1617), 
is  very  celebrated,  but  it  did  not  give  me 
pleasure.      Our  Lord  is  supposed  to   have 
descended  into  limbo,  directly  after  he  gave 
up  the  ghost.     He  has  just  opened  the  door 
in  the  picture,  with  the  penitent  thief  stand- 
ing behind  him,  and  is  holding  out  his  hand 
to  help  Adam,  who  is  in  a  kind  of  "  slough 
of  despond,"  to  quote  from  Bunyan ;  Eve 
stands  by  in  a  state  of  nature,  David,  Jonah 
leaning  on  his  whale,  and  many  of  the  other 
prophets  and  kings,  are  eagerly  gazing  to- 
wards  the    open    door.      It  is  certainly  a 
remarkable  picture,  but  the  subject  did  not 
please  me,  and  there  was  a  kind  of  indescrib- 
able blue  mistiness  about  it. 

I  wandered  on  by  chance  till  I  came  to 
the  college  of  St.  Maria  Provenzano,  a  very 
fine  building  erected  in  the  sixteenth  cen- 
.tury.  The  church  is  handsome,  and  the  pic- 
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tures  good,  though  not  first-rate.  The  cu- 
pola is  richly  painted  in  fresco,  and  there  is 
a  very  fine  figure  of  St.  Ansano,  the  patron 
saint,  bearing  Siena  in  his  hand,  by  Nasini. 
As  soon  as  Mezzo  Giorno  strikes,  all  the 
churches  are  closed. 

I  walked  about,  admiring  the  clean  streets 
and  very  handsome  houses.  The  artists  and 
painters  formerly  all  lived  in  one  street, 
which  is  still  called  Via  dei  "  Maestri." 

"While  sitting  with  Mrs.  P in   the- 

evening,  Signor  Nencini  called.  He  told  us 
when  the  English  chapel  was  given  up,  the 
books  and  fittings  were  left  with  him,  in 
hopes  that  they  would  be  required  some  other 
time.  He  is  devotedly  attached  to  his  native 
city,  and  very  anxious  its  merits  as  a  summer 
residence  should  be  widely  known.  He  says 
that  several  English  families  are  in  villas  in 
the  neighbourhood,  which  is  very  pretty, 
except  towards  Eome.  He  brought  me  a 
"  Guide  to  Siena  "  in  Italian,  and  offered  his 
services  on  Friday,  the  festa  of  the  nativity 
of  the  Yirgin,  to  accompany  me  to  see  vari- 
ous oratories  not  generally  open.  My  object 
is  to  see  as  much  as  I  possibly  can,  so  I 
gladly  accepted  his  offer.  I  am  pleased,  too, 
to  have  the  opportunity  of  seeing  something 
of  Italians ;  English  people  usually  keep  to 
themselves,  and  see  very  little  of  the  natives 
of  the  country.  Of  course  there  are  great 
faults  among  the  Italians,  but  there  are  alsa 
great  virtues,  and  in  many  respects  we,  with 
our  light  and  advantages,  might  learn  from 
them. 
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LETTER  XVIII. 

Siena,  Sept.  9th,  1854. 

My  dear  Brother, — I  hope  you  will  not  be 
tired  with  an  account  of  churches  and  pic- 
tures. Really  every  day  I  find  so  much  to 
see,  and  am  more  and  more  delighted  with 
this  old  city.  Some  people  tell  you  it  is  a 
dead-alive  place,  and  very  melancholy.  Cer- 
tainly if  you  want  balls,  operas,  public  pro- 
menades, bands  of  music,  and  shows,  you  had 
better  keep  away  from  Siena,  but  I  cannot 
imagine  any  one  not  being  delighted  with  the 
city  who  possesses  a  taste  for  art,  and  is 
interested  in  the  history  of  the  middle  ages. 

Siena  was  founded  by  the  Etruscans,  then 
was  a  Roman  colony  named  Sena  Julia,  but 
it  was  not  a  place  of  much  note  in  ancient 
times.  In  the  twelfth  century  it  declared 
itself  independent,  and  was  for  long  a  dan- 
gerous rival  to  Florence.  During  this  time 
the  city  was  large  and  prosperous;  it  had  its 
commerce,  its  school  of  painting,  and  an  army 
of  100,000  men.  It  ranked  among  the  rich- 
est and  most  civilised  of  its  rivals,  till  it  could 
not  resist  the  Medici,  who  treacherously  de- 
stroyed its  freedom,  and  made  Siena  tributary 
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to  Florence.  Every  building  seems  as  if  it 
could  tell  a  tale,  and  reminds  you  of  the 
past.  Notwithstanding  all  the  improvements 
of  modern  times,  I  must  plead  guilty  to  a 
great  admiration  for  the  poetic  and  romantic 
element  of  the  middle  ages,  and  I  delight  in 
Siena,  as  bringing  up  before  me  those  past 
times. 

I  rose  very  early  Wednesday  6th,  finished 
my  writing  before  breakfast,  took  my  little 
Italian  guide,  and  sallied  forth,  first  to  the 
church  of  St.  Agostino,  which  is  very  hand- 
some, and  so  clean  and  well  kept.  Here  I 
hailed  with  delight  a  Perugino.  It  is  the 
crucifixion  of  our  Lord,  with  several  saints 
standing  at  the  foot  of  the  cross.  Two  lovely 
angels  hover  on  each  side,  and  they  are  per- 
haps the  most  exquisite  part  of  an  exquisite 
picture ;  they  veil  their  faces  while  they  seem 
to  throb  with  grief,  which  gains  the  mastery 
over  love  and  adoration.  Much  as  I  admire 
Sodoma's  paintings,  they  want  the  holy, 
religious  element  of  Perugino's.  Sodoma's 
Epiphany  seemed  to  me  confused.  The  Last 
Communion  of  St.  Jerome,  by  Petrazzi, 
pleased  me  much ;  it  is  very  different  in  every 
way  from  that  of  Domenichino  in  the  Vati- 
can. Our  Lord  falling  under  his  Cross,  by 
Salembeni;  the  Baptism  of  Constantino,  by 
E.  Vanni ;  St.  Antonio,  by  Eibera  lo  Spag- 
noletto,  are  all  excellent.  There  are  two 
interesting  old  pictures  on  gold  grounds — the 
Slaughter  of  the  Innocents,  by  JVIatteo  da 
Giovanni  in  1482 ;  and  St.  Augustin,  with 
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small  pictures  all  round,  by  Leppo  di  Memmo, 
about  the  same  age. 

I  was  next  attracted  by  the  fine  steeple  of 
the  Carmine ;  the  cloisters  are  said  to  be 
equally  fine,  but  these  the  monks  would  not 
allow  me  to  see.  In  the  choir  is  a  very  fine 
old  picture  of  the  Madonna  enthroned,  by 
Fungai,  date  1503.  The  Nativity,  by  Salem- 
beni,  and  the  Martyrdom  of  St.  Bartholomew, 
by  Casolani,  are  very  good,  but  I  was  most 
pleased  with  the  Ascension  of  our  Lord,  by 
Pachiarotto,  an  artist  of  the  early  part  of  the 
fifteenth  century.  The  ascending  figure 
seems  composed  of  light,  so  bright  and  beam- 
ing, it  is  in  one  of  the  oval  glories,  of  which, 
I  believe,  the  technical  name  is  a  Yesica 
Piscis."  The  celebrated  St.  Michael,  by  Bec- 
cafumi,  I  do  not  like,  the  saint's  attitude  and 
general  appearance  is  too  theatrical. 

I  began  to  inquire  for  the  church  of  St. 
Quirico,  and  a  little  girl  came  up  to  be  my 
guide.  It  is  a  very  small  building  in  the 
highest  part  of  the  town,  and  is  supposed  to 
occupy  the  site  of  a  heathen  temple.  All 
the  pictures  it  contains  are  first-rate.  There 
are  two  by  Vanni :  one  represents  the  flight 
into  Egypt,  the  infant  Saviour  is  walking 
instead  of  riding  on  the  ass  ;  the  other  is  the 
meeting  of  our  Lord  when  crowned  with 
thorns  with  his  mother :  the  face  of  our  Lord 
is  most  wonderful.  The  Saviour  crowned 
with  Thorns  and  Falling  under  his  Cross,  by 
Servi ;  the  Dead  Christ,  by  Casolani ;  the 
frescoes  in  the  choir,  by  Salembeni,  and  his 
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exquisite  Angel  at  the  Tomb — are  all  beau- 
tiful. I  am  surprised  that  this  little  church 
has  not  more  visitors. 

My  little  girl  left  me  here,  and  I  lost  my 
way,  and  found  myself  close  to  the  Gothic 
arch,  from  which  steps  lead  down  to  the 
baptistery  of  the  Duomo,  or  church  of  St. 
John  Baptist.  This  is,  in  fact,  a  part  of  the 
Duomo,  and  I  am  told  communicates  with  it 
by  a  long  flight  of  steps ;  but  I  entered  from 
the  exterior,  which  is  most  striking,  of  pure 
Gothic  style — pinnacles,  windows,  doors,  but- 
tresses, all  most  beautiful.  In  the  interior 
the  alternation  of  black  and  white  marble  is 
preserved;  on  the  floor  is  the  date  1486. 
The  lofty  columns  are  very  graceful ;  the 
walls  have  been  entirely  covered  with  fres- 
•coes,  but  those  by  Pinturecchio  have  perished 
so  as  to  be  no  longer  traceable.  The  altar- 
piece,  the  Baptism  of  St.  John,  is  by  Andrea 
del  Brescianino,  an  able  pupil  of  Sodoma. 
The  font  of  gilt  bronze  is  an  exquisite  piece 
of  workmanship,  ornamented  with  six  very 
fine  bas-reliefs,  representing  events  in  the 
life  of  St.  John  the  Baptist,  two  by  the 
renowned  Ghiberti.  Altogether  this  is  a 
most  solemn  and  imposing  church ;  it  is 
rather  gloomy,  but  this  I  think  rather  adds 
to  the  effect,  as  there  are  no  pictures  which 
require  light. 

A  young  student  in  a  long  black  gown 
showed  me  over  the  church  of  St.  Giorgio, 
and  was  eager  to  display  all  its  treasures. 
It  is  a  very  fine  church.  I  first  saw  the 
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tomb  of  the  painter  Francesco  Vanni ;  then 
41  few  good  paintings — the  Good  Shepherd, 
by  Eomano ;  the  Crucifixion,  by  F.  Yanni ; 
and  Our  Lord's  Fall  under  His  Cross,  by 
Uaffaello  Yanni.  In  the  sacristy  I  saw  a 
picture  of  our  national  saint,  drawn  in  1586 
by  Yanni,  and  coloured  by  Salembeni,  and 
-also  several  old  pictures  more  curious  than 
beautiful.  The  young  man  led  me  into  the 
cloister,  where  the  Seminario  Yescovile  is 
now  held,  a  gratuitous  school  for  natives  of 
Siena.  Hence  I  saw  the  lofty  campanile 
with  its  thirty-eight  windows,  in  allusion  to 
the  thirty-eight  companies  of  the  city,  who 
fought  against  the  Florentines  at  the  battle 
of  Monte  Aperto,  A.D.  1260.  The  marti- 
nella,  or  bell  of  the  Carroccio,  was  then  cap- 
tured from  the  Florentines,  and  preserved 
here,  but  is  now  lost.  The  poles  which 
supported  the  sacred  standard  on  the  "  car" 
are  now  to  be  seen  in  the  Duomo  at  Siena. 

The  student  recommended  me  to  visit  St. 
Spirito,  so  I  directed  my  steps  thither  in  the  . 
next  place.  It  is  a  very  large  church,  with 
beautiful  doorways  and  windows,  and  con- 
tains many  fine  paintings — the  Madonna  and 
Three  Saints,  by  Sodoma ;  St.  Jacinto,  by  F. 
Yanni ;  and  four  scenes  from  the  life  of  St. 
Jacinto,  by  Salembeni.  At  the  high  altar 
are  four  admirable  single  figures  by  Eutilio. 
Tasini's  Descent  of  the  Holy  Ghost  did  not 
please  me  at  all.  There  is  also  a  very  fine 
Coronation  of  the  Yirgin,  by  Pachiarotto, 
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and  another  of  the  same  subject,  perhaps 
more  curious  than  beautiful,  by  Matteo  da 
Siena.  All  the  pictures  in  this  church  are 
by  Sienese  artists,  many  of  whose  names  are 
scarcely  known  beyond  their  native  city, 
which  has  indeed  reason  to  be  proud  of  her 
children.  In  the  cloister  is  a  fresco  by  Fra 
Bartolomeo  preserved  under  glass.  It  repre- 
sents the  crucifixion,  with  three  figures 
standing  at  the  foot  of  the  cross,  and  is  very 
beautiful. 

Upon  leaving  St.  Spirito,  I  passed  again 
by  St.  Giorgio,  when  I  was  accosted  by  a 
woman  who   spoke  good  French.     She  re- 
marked what  a  fine  day  it  was,  and  asked  if 
I  were  a  stranger,  and  what  I  thought  of 
Siena.     After  a  little  we  entered  into  con- 
versation, and  she  told  me  her  history,  how 
she  had  been  in  England  and  France,  having 
been  nurse  in  an  English  family  for  nine 
years.    To  her  misfortune  she  left  to  be  mar- 
ried  at   Siena ;  her  husband   died,  having 
spent  all  her  savings,  and  left  her  a  widow 
with  a  little  boy  about  six  years  of  age,  who 
was  in  the  school  of  St.  Giorgio,  and  she  was 
come  to  take  him  home  to  his  dinner.     She 
did  not  ask  for  anything,  but  said  it  was  a 
pleasure  to  talk  a  little  French,  and  speak  to 
a  lady.     When  the  school  was  over,  and  the 
boys  began  to  rush  forth,  came  her  little  lad, 
whose  clinging  fond  way  to  his  mother  was 
very  pleasant  to  see.     She  asked  me  if  I  had 
seen  the  church  of  St.  Maria  dei  Servi,  and 
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upon  my  saying  that  I  did  not  know  where 
it  Was,  she  immediately  offered  to  conduct 
me  there,  and  left  me  at  the  door. 

Here  I  found  some  very  old  pictures  of  the 
Sienese  school — a  Madonna  enthroned,  by 
Diotisalvi,  in  1281  ;  the  Slaughter  of  the 
Innocents,  by  Matteo,  nearly  two  centuries 
later;  the  Virgin,  by  Buonventura,  1319; 
two  small  figures  of  St,  John  and  St.  Joseph, 
also  by  Matteo  ;  and  a  fine  Coronation  of  the 
Virgin,  by  Fungai,  whose  pictures  I  very 
much  admire.  There  are  also  a  few  excel- 
lent modern  pictures,  at  least  of  the  sixteenth 
century,  by  Pachiarotto,  and  the  Birth  of  the 
Madonna,  by  Eutilio.  Mezzo  giorno  now 
struck,  and  a  friar  politely  intimated  to  me 
it  was  time  for  me  to  depart,  as  his  dinner 
was  ready ;  so  I  went  away,  pausing  at  the 
door  to  admire  the  beautiful  and  extensive 
view. 

I  then  walked  out  to  the  Porta  Eomana, 
which  is  handsome.  All  the  gates  of  Siena 
were  adorned  with  a  painting,  over  which  a 
kind  of  "pent-house"  was  erected  to  pre- 
serve them  from  the  weather.  Notwith- 
standing this  precaution,  the  fresco  on  this 
gate  (the  Coronation  of  the  Virgin,  by  Sana 
Lorenzetti,  in  1422)  has  suffered  greatly, 
I  went  ontside  to  sketch  the  gate,  but  the 
vertical  sun  soon  drove  me  back  within  the 
shady  streets,  and  being  very  tired  I  was 
glad  to  take  a  rest  before  going  to  my  dinner 

and  to  see  Mrs.  P •.  We  had  a  long 

talk  in  the  evening  about  the  baths  of  Cas- 

s 
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ciana;  she  considers  them  very  dangerous 
where  they  do  not  agree.  The  cholera  is 
close  to  Casciana,  if  not  actually  in  the  place, 
so  I  determined  to  give  up  all  idea  of  going 
there.  Mrs.  P-  -  is  thinking  of  going  to 
board  in  a  family  who  have  a  villa  two  miles 
from  Siena,  and  proposed  to  me  to  accompany 
her,  which  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  do,  and 
we  talked  of  starting  on  Saturday,  so  I  must 
spend  the  intermediate  time  well  in  sight- 
seeing. It  is  very  pleasant  each  evening  to 
talk  over  all  that  I  have  seen  with  Mrs. 

P ;  her   sad  health  prevents  her  from 

going  out  much,  but  she  likes  to  hear  about 
everything  that  I  see,  and  it  doubles  one's 
pleasure  to  share  it  with  a  friend. 

Thursday,  Sept.  7th,  has  been  a  morning 
of  very  hard  work,  and  of  great  pleasure,  I 
have  seen  so  much  of  deep  interest.  I  went 
out  early  to  the  great  square  where  the 
public  buildings  are.  The  Piazzo  del  Campo 
is  a  large  open  space,  said  to  be  1,000  feet 
in  circuit,  and  sloped  like  an  ancient  theatre 
for  public  games.  Here  took  place  many 
stormy  scenes  in  the  middle  ages.  It  is  now 
the  scene  of  a  great  pageant  every  year  on 
Aug.  15,  when  I  am  told  a  most  curious  and 
interesting  spectacle  takes  place — a  proces- 
sion, followed  by  races,  the  costumes  and 
the  tout  ensemble  vividly  recalling  days  long 
gone  by.  The  fountain  was  dry,  so  I  did 
not  see  it  to  advantage. 

The  Palazzo  Publico  is  a  very  handsome 
building,  with  ita  lofty  and  most  graceful 
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tower  called  "La  Mangia."  I  could  not 
learn  what  the  name  meant.  This  palace 
now  consists  of  public  offices,  courts  of  law, 
and  prisons.  I  was  taken  up  at  once  to  the 
first  floor.  In  a  kind  of  ante-room  to  the 
chapel  are  portraits  of  illustrious  statesmen 
and  warriors,  Christian  and  heathen ;  the 
figures  are  full  length,  the  size  of  life,  each 
bearing  its  name,  and  are  by  Taddeo  di  Bar- 
tolo  in  1414.  You  will  recollect  my  account 
of  the  hall  of  the  "  Cambio"  at  Perugia. 
This  was  painted  by  Perugino,  in  imitation 
of  Bartolo's  work  at  Siena.  The  chapel  is 
rather  dark,  but  when  the  eye  is  a  little 
accustomed  to  the  want  of  light  you  see  and 
admire  greatly  the  frescoes  by  Bartolo, 
painted  in  1406.  They  represent  scenes 
from  the  life  of  the  Yirgin ;  the  execution  is 
admirable,  and  the  colours  are  quite  fresh. 
Over  the  altar  is  an  exquisite  Holy  Family 
with  St.  Calistus,  by  Sodoma.  In  the  great 
council  chamber  is  a  very  curious  old  fresco 
occupying  the  whole  end  of  the  room.  It 
represents  the  Virgin  and  Child  under  a 
canopy,  and  round  them  are  the  apostles  and 
patrons  of  the  city.  This  is  more  curious 
than  beautiful ;  it  was  painted  in  1287  by 
Sermino  di  Simone,  and  retouched  in  1321 
by  Simone  Memmi.  Opposite  to  this  is  ano- 
ther very  curious  fresco  by  Simone  Memmi; 
it  represents  the  city  of  Monte  Massi,  which 
was  undergoing  a  siege,  and  in  the  front  the 
Sienese  general,  Guido  Bicci,  on  horseback. 
I  cannot  say  the  figure  is  in  good  drawing. 


260  SUMMER  EXPERIENCES  OF 

There  are  some  battle  scenes  by  Lorenzetti 
nearly  destroyed,  and  some  fine  single  figures 
of  the  saints  and  patrons  of  the  city  by 
several  artists;  the  best  are  by  Sodoma. 

Another  room  is  decorated  with  frescoes 
by  Spinello  Aretino,  in  1407,  illustrating 
the  life  of  Pope  Alexander  III.  In  one  the 
haughty  pontiff  sets  his  foot  on  the  neck  of 
Frederic  Barbarossa.  A  smaller  room  con- 
tains a  great  number  of  small  old  pictures.. 
The  custode  could  not  tell  me  what  all  of 
them  were.  Many  were  single  figures  oni 
golden  grounds,  expressing  strongly  in  their 
countenances  the  placid,  contemplative  look 
characteristic  of  the  Sienese  school.  There 
was  a  curious  set  of  stiff  pictures  on  wood, 
illustrating  the  effects  of  good  and  bad 
government.  Two  large  pictures  represent 
the  great  fete  in  the  fifteenth  century. 

The  hall  of  the  consistory  is  a  very  fine 
room,  much  more  modern.  The  ceiling  was 
painted  by  Beccafumi  in  1533,  illustrating 
the  virtues  by  scenes  from  Eoman  history. 
The  colours  are  as  fresh  as  if  just  laid  on. 
Upon  the  walls  are  portraits  of  sixty-four 
cardinals  and  eight  popes,  all  Sienese.  I 
then  crossed  the  square  to  the  Duomo,  and 
made  out  every  picture  and  statue  by  the 
help  of  my  little  Italian  book.  I  shall  not, 
however,  inflict  a  description  upon  you,  as  I 
think  the  general  account  I  gave  before  is  as 
much  as  you  will  care  to  hear.  I  found  a 
very  intelligent  German,  who  joined  me,  and 
we  conversed  a  long  time  together.  The 
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centre  part  of  the  mosaic  pavement  is  covered 
with  boards  to  preserve  it.  These  boards 
are  only  removed  for  the  great  festival.  We 
tried  to  persuade  the  custode  to  take  them 
up  now,  and  they  took  up  a  piece  to  show  us 
the  finest  mosaic  work,  but  would  not  re- 
move the  whole  under  ten  shillings,  which 
we  thought  too  much  to  give,  as  enough  was 
left  uncovered  to  give  a  good  idea  of  what 
the  rest  would  be.  I  do  not  think  I  men- 
tioned the  pulpit,  which  is  wonderfully  beauti- 
ful, the  work  of  Niccolo  Pisani,  dating  1226. 
It  is  octagonal,  of  white  marble,  supported 
by  nine  columns  resting  upon  lions  playing 
with  their  cubs.  The  bas-reliefs  are  very 
highly  worked  on  the  sides  of  the  pulpit, 
and  represent  scenes  in  our  Lord's  life. 

I  next  went  to  the  Academy  delle  Belle 
Arti,  where  there  is  a  large  collection  of 
paintings  of  the  early  Sienese  artists.  There 
ought  to  be  a  printed  catalogue,  for  I  should 
like  to  have  known  the  painter  of  almost 
every  picture,  but  was  ashamed  to  trouble 
the  custode  continually.  He  told  me  that 
most  of  the  pictures  came  from  churches  or 
suppressed  convents.  The  earliest  are  by 
Pietro  di  Lino,  in  1100 ;  one  by  Gruiducci,  in 
1214;  four  saints,  by  Legna  di  Buonventura; 
the  Adoration  of  the  Shepherds,  by  Duccio ; 
and  St.  Michael,  by  Simon  Memmi.  I  really 
cannot  recollect  one  half  of  the  names.  All 
the  early  paintings  were  on  golden  grounds 
and  on  Scriptural  subjects,  and  all  were  so 
holy,  so  expressive,  notwithstanding  their 
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quaintness  and  stiffness.  As  a  whole  the 
Sienese  school  pleases  me  more  than  the 
Umbrian  ;  there  are  more  good  painters, 
though  none  of  them  attained  the  excellence 
of  Rafael.  There  are  also  a  great  many 
later  pictures  in  a  room  by  themselves.  The 
most  striking  are  St.  Catharine,  by  Becca- 
fumi ;  Paradise,  by  Biccio  ;  the  Magdalene 
and  St.  Catharine,  by  the  Florentine  Era 
Bartolomeo;  II  Presepio,  the  Manger,  by 
Pinturecchio  ;  and  a  Holy  Family  on  canvas, 
and  a  fresco  of  Christ  tied  to  the  column  of 
flagellation,  by  Sodoma.  This  last  is  most 
striking,  and  has  been  removed  here  from  the 
church  of  St.  Francesco;  it  has  been  damaged 
by  damp  and  by  musket  balls.  There  is  also 
a  gallery  of  statues,  which  several  youths 
were  copying,  but  I  did  not  see  anything 
first-rate.  I  fear  the  sun  of  Siena  has  set, 
not  to  rise  again. 

I  then  took  a  boy  to  direct  me  to  the 
oratory  of  St.  Caterina  in  Oca,  which  occu- 
pies the  site  of  the  workshop  of  her  father, 
who  was  a  dyer.  This  wonderful  woman  is 
one  of  the  Sienese  saints,  St.  Bernardino  be- 
ing the  other.  When  nine  years  old  she 
chose  a  life  of  devotedness.  She  seems  to 
have  had  extraordinary  visions,  fancying  our 
Lord  appeared  to  her  several  times,  and  once 
took  out  her  heart.  It  is  said  that,  while 
praying  before  a  crucifix,  she  received  the 
"  stigmata,"  or  marks  of  the  nails  from  our 
Lord's  hands  and  feet.  Her  intellect  was 
greatly  in  advance  of  her  age.  She  went  to 
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Avignon  to  induce  the  pope  to  return  to  Rome, 
and  effected  her  purpose,  so  that  Gregory 
XI.,  in  1378,  entered  the  Eternal  City,  with 
Catharine  holding  the  bridle  of  his  horse. 
She  then  retired  to  her  native  city,  where 
she  died  at  the  age  of  thirty-three. 

Now  to  return  to  the  oratory;  it  is  a  large 
chapel  richly  gilt  and  decorated,  and  contain- 
ing large  and  very  fine  paintings.  The  visit 
of  St.  Catharine  to  the  shrine  of  St.  Agnes 
at  Montepulciano,  and  some  Dominicans  at- 
tacked by  robbers,  are  by  Pachiarotto.  The 
altar-piece  of  the  saint  receiving  the  stigmata 
is  by  Sodoma. 

Above  this  oratory  is  the  church  of  the 
lay  company  of  the  saint,  also  very  rich,  and 
containing  still  better  pictures.  Yarious 
scenes  in  her  life  are  represented  by  Salem- 
beni,  Casolani,  Sorri,  and  a  Venetian  whose 
name  I  forget.  The  altar-piece  of  various 
saints  is  by  Sodoma ;  but  the  most  striking 
are  by  F.  Vanni  in  1600.  In  one  our  Lord 
is  taking  Catharine's  heart,  and  in  the  other 
he  holds  for  her  choice  a  crown  of  roses,  and 
another  of  thorns,  and  she  chooses  the  latter. 
The  execution  of  these  pictures  is  really  per- 
fect. Above  them  are  two  small  pictures 
by  Manetti. 

There  is  yet  a  third  church  to  be  visited, 
called  "Del  Crocifisso,"  where  the  miraculous 
crucifix  is  preserved  from  which  Catharine 
received  the  "  stigmata."  It  is  carefully 
locked  up,  and  only  shown  to  the  public  once 
a-year.  I  saw,  however,  what  was  said  to 
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be  a  fac-simile  of  it,  and  a  very  stiff,  ugly 
piece  of  workmanship  it  is. 

From,  this  chapel  we  passed  through  two 
elegant  balconies  or  "loggie"  to  the  room 
where  the  saint  lived.  She  slept  in  a  little 
dark  closet  with  a  stone  for  her  pillow.  In 
the  larger  room  are  preserved  her  two  mo- 
nastic veils  (the  black  and  white),  her  smell- 
ing bottle,  the  lantern  which  she  used  when 
she  went  out  at  night  to  visit  the  sick,  the 
cloth  which  wrapped  her  head,  and  her  bust, 
said  to  be  an  exact  likeness.  The  counte- 
nance expressed  strong  determination  and 
deep  melancholy. 

Altogether  I  was  extremely  interested 
with  my  visit -to  this  house,  for,  however  we 
may  think  Catherine  mistaken  in  many 
points,  yet  she  served  her  Lord  according  to 
her  light,  and  did  much  good  during  her 
short  life.  I  heard  many  legends  about  her, 
but  do  not  think  they  are  very  interesting. 

I  went  on  to  see  the  celebrated  Fonte 
Branda,  constructed  in  1193  by  Bellamino, 
and  mentioned  by  Dante  in  his  "Inferno.5'  It 
is  a  handsome  Gothic  building  with  three 
arches  ;  and  within  is  a  kind  of  tank  full  of 
the  purest,  freshest  water.  I  sketched  it ; 
close  by  was  a  tanner's  establishment. 

In  the  evening,  as  I  was  sitting  as  usual 

with  Mrs.  P ,  Signer  F ,  the  secretary 

of  one  of  the  public  institutions  of  Siena,  came 
in.  He  was  a  most  intelligent  man,  and 
delighted  to  talk  of  the  works  of  art  of  his 
native  country.  He  recommended  me  to 
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visit  various  places,  which  I  shall  try  to  do. 

The  pronunciation  of  the  Sienese  is  much 
celebrated;  the  accent  is  said  to  be  the  purest, 
and  the  dialect  free  from  provincialisms. 
"Lingua  Toscana  in  Bocca  Romana  "  is  the 
motto  in  Borne,  but  I  find  the  Roman  rather 
hissing  in  its  ch,  and  prefer  the  Sienese  as  the 
juste  milieu  between  the  Roman  hiss  and  the 
Florentine  aspirate,  which  is  harsh,  and,  as 
spoken  by  the  lower  orders,  grates  upon  the 
ear. 

Early  on  the  morning  of  Friday  Signer 
Nencini  appeared,  and  we  went  out  together, 
first  to  the  Oratory  of  St.  Bernardino,  which 
consists  of  two  parts.  In  the  lower  is  a  re- 
stored altar-piece,  and  some  lunettes  very 
delicately  painted,  illustrating  events  in  the 
saint's  life.  The  higher  oratory  is  magnifi- 
cent. Its  roof  is  richly  gilt,  and  every  corner 
of  the  walls  is  covered  with  first-rate  fres- 
coes, particularly  the  Annunciation  and  Na- 
tivity, by  Pachiarotto;  the  Betrothal  of  Mary, 
by  Mecherino ;  and  her  Death,  by  Beccafumi ; 
but  the  treasures  are  five  chef  d'ceuvres  of 
Sodoma  —  five  saints  in  one  picture  —  The 
Assumption,  Visitation,  Coronation,  and, 
best  of  all,  the  Presentation  of  the  Virgin 
in  the  Temple.  She  is  represented  as  a 
'lovely  little  child  mounting  alone  the 
steps,  at  the  top  of  which  is  the  high- 
priest  ready  to  receive  her.  St.  Bernardino 
was  a  Franciscan  friar ;  he  is  said  to  have 
founded  300  monasteries,  and  died  in  1444 ; 
he  was  born  in  1380,  the  year  of  the  death  of 
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St.  Catharine.  These  oratories  answer  to 
the  confraternities  of  Perugia,  and  are  kept 
up  by  rich  companies. 

In  the  church  of  St.  Pietro  in  Ovile,  where 
we  went  next,  we  did  not  find  much  to  see 
except  a  fine  picture  of  II  Transito  (death) 
of  St.  Joseph,  by  Y.  Salembeni,  1634.  My 
companion  took  me  with  great  pleasure  to 
the  church  of  the  lay  company  of  the  Trinita. 
It  is  very  bright  and  rich  in  more  modern 
paintings ;  the  finest  is  a  large  fresco  by  K 
Yanni,  1652 — the  Yictory  of  Clovis  over 
Alaric. 

Thence  we  went  to  the  church  of  St. 
Martino  ;  the  exterior  is  very  fine,  and  there 
are  a  few  very  good  old  paintings — "  I  Santi 
Quaranta  Martyri,"  by  Amidei,  and  a  very 
curious  picture  by  Gio  Lorenzo  Cini,  of  the 
Yictory  of  the  Sienese  over  the  Florentines  at 
the  Porta  Camullia  in  1526.  Mecherino's- 
Nativity,  and  Guercino's  St.  Bartolomeo, 
are  very  good. 

We  went  next  to  the  Duomo,  and  Signer 

"N took  me  to  the  sacristy,  where  I  saw 

many  admirable  small  paintings  on  wood  with 
gold  grounds,  as  highly  finished  as  minia- 
tures. The  organ  gave  us  notice  to  go  into 
the  church,  where  we  heard  a  fine  "  Missa 
Cantata,"  after  which  we  went  into  the 
chapel  of  St.  John  the  Baptist,  the  gratings 
of  which  had  always  been  closed  on  my 
previous  visits.  The  frescoes  are  now  sadly 
injured.  I  was  shown  where  a  great  relic 
is  preserved,  the  "  arm"  of  St.  John.  How 
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people  can  believe  in  such,  things  is  strange  I 

I  had  often  wished  to  see  the  hospital,  a 
noble  building  opposite  the  cathedral,  and 

Signor  N took  me  there.  Everything 

seemed  admirably  managed.  I  talked  to 
the  sisters  of  charity,  who  had  the  care  of 
all.  The  kitchen  and  every  place  were  beau- 
tifully clean.  I  went  into  the  pharmacy,  and  all 
the  wards.  In  one  are  very  fine  old  frescoes. 
This  hospital  was  founded  by  an  Augustinian 
monk  in  the  ninth  century.  An  excellent 
botanical  garden  is  attached  to  it,  over  which 
there  is  a  delightful  view.  The  chapel  is 
large,  and  contains  several  good  pictures. 
In  one,  the  Flight  into  Egypt,  by  Nasini,  it 
struck  me  as  an  original  idea  that  the  holy 
family  is  embarking  in  a  boat. 

We  went  afterwards  to  the  public  palace 
again,  when  I  examined  the  exterior  tho- 
roughly; went  over  Bartolo's  fine  frescoes, 
and  saw  three  rooms  down  stairs  (the  courts 
not  being  sitting  to-day),  in  which  were  two 
very  beautiful  pictures — a  Coronation  of  the 
Virgin,  with  Sts.  Ansano  and  Bernardino,  by 
Sano  di  Pietro  Lorenzetti,  and  an  exquisite 
Sodoma — the  Resurrection  of  our  Lord.  A 
large  fresco  by  Mannetti  was  in  a  bad  light. 

It  was  now  twelve  o'clock,  and  Signor 
K took  me  home,  having  proved  him- 
self an  excellent  guide  and  a  very  interesting 
companion. 

In  the  afternoon  I  went  to  the  church  of 
the  Madonna  di  Fonte  Giusta  (very  near 
Mrs.  P 's  hotel).  It  is  one  of  the  best 
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churches  of  Siena,  and  was  built  in  1482,  to 
celebrate  a  victory  over  Florence.  There 
are  many  fine  paintings  by  Fungai,  Salem- 
beni,  and  Kiccio ;  but  the  gem  of  all  is  the 
masterpiece  of  Baldassare  Peruzzi,  the 
Cumsean  Sibyl,  a  most  sublime  and  expres- 
sive figure,  announcing  the  birth  of  the 
Saviour  to  Augustus.  I  think  it  is  almost 
the  finest  picture  in  Siena. 

I  am  obliged  to  cut  short  my  descriptions 
for  fear  of  wearying  you,  and  feel  how  very 
inadequate  my  words  are  to  give  an  idea  of 
the  treasures  to  be  found  in  the  churches  and 
oratories  of  this  fine  old  city,  or  of  the  ex- 
quisite pleasure  they  have  afforded  me. 

In  the  evening  Mrs.  P had  a  levee 

of  Italian  visitors,  which  I  found  very  amus- 
ing. 
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LETTEE  XIX. 

•  Yilla,  near  Siena,  Sept.  19th,  1854. 


My  dear  Brother, — My  letter  to-day  is 
written,  not  from  the  city,  but  from  the 
bright,  open  country.  Imagine  me  sitting 
at  a  table  in  a  very  pretty  little  room. 
Against  the  horizon  rise  the  towers  of  Siena, 
"  La  Mangia,"  the  Grand  Duomo,  with  its 
dome  and  tower,  the  dome  of  St.  Maria  del 
Provenzano,  and  numerous  other  church 
towers.  The  distance  is  only  two  miles,  and 
through  the  open  window  the  church  bells  ring 
pleasantly.  Nearer  to  us  is  the  line  of  arches 
on  which  the  railway  to  Florence  passes,  and 
nearer  still  is  a  bright  and  beautiful  fore- 
ground— cypress,  chesnut,  and  olive  ("the 
tree  of  moonlight,"  with  its  leaf  one  side 
silvery)  mingled  with  the  gay  flowers  in  the 
garden.  Add  to  all,  a  cloudless  sky,  rich 
Italian  colouring,  and  a  most  charming  tem- 
perature, warm  but  with  a  freshening  breeze, 
and  you  can  have  a  faint  idea  of  the  delights 
of  "  villa  life  »  in  Italy. 

I  came  here  with  Mrs.  P Sept.  9th. 

The  house  itself  possesses  no  external  beauty. 
It  is  a  white,  square  building,  three  stories 
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high,  with  stables  and  out-houses  around  it. 
In  front  is  a  little  garden,  with  orange  and 
lemon  trees,  but  all  is  so  unlike  a  "place"  in 
England.  The  house  stands  high,  and  on  every 
side  commands  lovely  views.  On  one  side  is 
Siena,  on  the  opposite  a  line  of  hills  of  the 
brightest  lilac,  with  their  ever- varying  lights 
and  shades.  Belonging  to  the  estate  is  an 
olive  ground :  the  trees  are  full  of  berries, 
but  they  are  not  ripe  yet ;  also  an  extensive 
vineyard :  the  vines  are  trained  up  sticks,  and 
have  not  by  any  means  the  same  graceful  ap- 
pearance as  in  the  kingdom  of  Naples,  where 
they  luxuriate  over  trellis- work,  and  hang  in 
festoons  about  the  elm  trees.  I  thoroughly 
enjoy  this  country  life — the  freedom,  the 
freshness,  and  the  balmy  air,  which  makes 
mere  existence  delightful.  I  sit  out-of-doors 
a  great  deal,  with  my  book  and  work,  shel- 
tered by  a  hedge  or  a  tree  from  the  sun's 
rays.  Then  the  sunsets  are  so  bright  and 
glorious  :  I  do  not  know  whether  to  prefer 
them,  or  the  freshness  of  early  morning. 

But  I  must  not  run  on  in  this  way,  but 
describe  to  you  the  party  assembled  in  this 
villa.  Our  padrone  is  an  English  captain  on 
half-pay,  good-hearted,  obliging,  and  plea- 
sant, as  naval  men  generally  are.  His  wife 
is  a  Sienese  lady,  very  stout,  and  very  good- 
humoured.  She  only  speaks  her  own  lan- 
guage. There  are  two  other  ladies  here  be- 

sides  Mrs.  P and  myself — one  is  English, 

Mrs.  T ,  in  bad  health.     I  am  sorry  for 

her,   as  she  can  speak  neither  French  nor 
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Italian,  and  is  very  often  in  difficulties.  She 
and  I  get  on  very  well  together.  The  last  is 

the  Comtesse  de  P ,  a  Polish  lady  of 

large  fortune.  She  has  a  most  pleasing 
countenance,  joined  to  winning,  graceful 
manners,  and  is  a  very  attractive  person. 
She  speaks  her  own  language  and  French, 
having  resided  in  Paris  twelve  years.  She 
«an  neither  talk  to  madame,  our  hostess,  nor 

to  Mrs.  T .     I  enjoy  the  advantage  of 

"being  able  to  converse  with  all  the  party, 
and  very  amusing  it  often  is. 

Mrs.  P and  I  breakfast  together  at 

eight  on  coffee  or  cocoa,  at  twelve  a  tray  with 
fruit  and  bread  and  butter  is  brought  into 
the  sitting-room  we  have  to  ourselves  (the 
other  two  ladies  having  another  parlour  be- 
tween them),  and  at  four  we  all  go  down  to 
the  dining-room,  where  we  have  an  Italian 
dinner — soup,  two  meats,  two  vegetables, 
a  sweet  dish,  and  a  plentiful  dessert  of  deli- 
cious figs,  peaches,  pears,  and  plums.  Those 
who  take  tea  order  it  about  eight.  So  you 
will  see  I  lead  a  very  pleasant  life,  but  I  am 
not  content  to  dream  away  all  my  time.  The 
captain  has  a  very  nice  one-horse  carriage 
with  a  hood,  in  which  madame  goes  to  town 
most  days,  and  I  accompany  her  very  often 
to  see  sights,  so  you  have  not  come  to  an 
end  of  the  lions  of  Siena.  Had  I  more 
strength  I  should  walk  about  and  ride,  for 
there  are  many  interesting  old  castles  and 
churches  I  am  told,  but  I  cannot  do  much, 
and  have  no  one  to  accompany  me,  so  I  must 
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be  content  with  what  is  within  my  reach. 
On  Tuesday,  12th,  I  went  to  town.  My 
first  visit  was  to  the  Baptistery,  for  madame 
has  a  town-house  close  by,  where  I  left  the 
carriage,  and  went  into  this  beautiful  Gothic 
edifice.  It  is  so  refreshingly  cool  and  dark 
after  the  glare  outside.  I  went  then  into  the 
Church  of  St.  Pietro,  in  Castel  Yecchio,  and 
saw  a  very  good  picture  of  the  Assumption 
by  Eustichino.  Mannetti  is  buried  in  this 
church,  and  his  Holy  Family  here  is  con- 
sidered one  of  his  best  works,  but  I  thought 
it  too  "maniere."  2nd.  St.  Paolo:  the 
altar-piece  of  the  Ascension,  by  Brescianinoy 
the  pupil  of  Sodoma,  is  very  good :  the  Pre- 
sentation in  the  Temple,  and  Baptism  of  St. 
Paul,  by  Buonfigli,  pleased  me.  In  the 
sacristy  is  a  St.  Francesca,  by  Salembeni, 
and  in  a  medallion  upon  the  ceiling  an  ex- 
quisite Virgin  and  Child,  by  an  unknown 
hand.  3rd.  St.  Lucia :  this  is  a  small  but 
very  rich  chapel  of  a  confraternity.  Vanni's 
altar-piece  of  the  martyrdom  of  the  saint  is 
considered  very  fine,  but  I  preferred  greatly 
a  Crucifixion  by  Salembeni,  at  an  altar  on  the 
left  hand.  I  next  went  into  the  Carmine 
again,  to  examine  thoroughly  Pachiarotto's 
Ascension,  when  "  mezzo  giorno"  sounding 
closed  my  further  church  hunting,  so  I  took 
a  walk  out  of  one  of  the  gates  of  the  city, 
called  La  Porta  "  San  Yiene,"  because  when 
the  body  of  the  good  bishop  St.  Ansano  was 
brought  by  this  gate  into  the  city  a  proces- 
sion of  the  citizens  welcomed  it,  shouting 
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"II  Santo  Yiene."  This  is  called  by  the 
common  people  Porta  "  di  Pispini,"  by  an 
extraordinary  contraction  of  the  proper  name. 
I  returned  to  execute  various  commissions  in 
the  street  of  shops,  and  sat  some  time  with 
my  friend  at  Casa  Barbucci,  where  madame 
called  for  me  at  one  o'clock,  and  we  were 
soon  home  again. 

Thursday,   14th,  Mrs.   T had   some 

shopping  to  do,  and  begged  me  to  accompany 
her  to  town  as  an  interpreter,  which  I  did, 
and  when  our  business  was  done  we  went  to 
see  one  church,  St.  Giovanni,  in  Pantaneto. 
It  belongs  to  a  confraternity,  and  is  very 
handsome,  richly  decorated,  and  covered  with 
good  pictures.  The  best  are  the  Removal  of 
the  Body  of  St.  John,  by  Francescino ;  the 
Baptist  in  the  desert  comforted  by  angels,  by 
Petrazzi,  very  fine  indeed ;  and  an  exquisite 
picture,  by  Mannetti,  of  the  youthful  St.  John 
kneeling  to  the  Infant  Saviour.  In  a  little 
chapel  adjoining  are  some  good  single  figures, 
especially  St.  Stephen,  by  Feliciati.  We  had 
our  lunch  in  a  cafe — excellent  light  cakes, 
and  syrup  and  water  iced,  which  was  very 
refreshing. 

The  next  day  I  went  out  to  sketch  a  very 
picturesque  Franciscan  convent,  half-a-mile 
from  the  house.  I  received  a  letter  from 
Naples,  and  am  glad  to  find  the  cholera  is 
disappearing,  but  at  Messina  it  was  fearful. 
In  one  month  twenty -five  thousand  died.  .All 
the  medicines  were  finished,  health  officers, 
soldiers,  custom-house  people,  doctors,  every 
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one  that  could  fled,  and  many  died  of  starva- 
tion, as  for  four  days  no  bread  was  made  in 
the  city.  Thirty  of  the  hundred  English 
inhabitants  died.  Prisoners  from  Naples 
were  sent  over  to  carry  the  dead  from  the 
houses  and  lay  them  in  piles ;  pitch  and  lime 
were  scattered  on  the  bodies,  and  then  they 
were  burnt.  At  Leghorn  it  is  much  milder, 
but  still  about  fourteen  die  daily.  The  re- 
turns are  published  daily  in  a  small  paper 
called  "  II  Monitore  Toscano,"  but  it  is  said 
they  are  not  true,  and  very  much  under  the 
real  number  of  deaths  are  announced.  The 
official  report  says  Florence  is  quite  free,  but 
private  accounts  say  the  pestilence  is  there, 
but  not  severely. 

On  Saturday,  16th,  I  went  with  madame 
to  town  at  nine  o'clock  and  staid  till  two,  so 
I  had  time  to  do  a  great  deal.  I  got  out  of 
the  carriage  at  the  Porta  Ovile  at  the  entrance 
of  the  city,  and  went  to  the  church  of  the 
confraternity  of  St.  Eoch,  with  which  I  was 
delighted.  It  is  entirely  covered  with  fine 
paintings.  The  ceiling  and  upper  parts  of 
the  walls  are  painted  in  fresco  by  Mannetti, 
Mei,  and  Petrazzi,  and  represent  scenes  from 
the  life  of  Job.  The  altar-piece  of  Job  and 
his  wife,  by  E.  Yanni,  in  1622,  is  very 
beautiful,  and  so  is  the  Betrothal  of  the 
Virgin  by  Simionetti,  and  her  Coronation  by 
E.  Yanni.  The  sacristy  is  as  large  as  the 
church,  and  as  interesting.  The  altar  piece, 
the  Yirgin  and  Child,  John  the  Baptist,  and 
St.  Eoch,  is  a  fine  painting  by  Salembeni,  in 
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1603;  and  except  this,  every  part  of  the 
walls  and  ceiling  is  covered  with  excellent 
frescoes  of  the  life  of  St.  Roch  ;  eight  of  the 
compartments  of  the  roof  are  by  Rustichino, 
and  all  the  others  by  Rutilio.  The  sacristan, 
who  was  an  enthusiastic  admirer  of  his 
beautiful  church,  explained  each  picture  to 
me,  beginning  with  the  saint  leaving  his 
father's  house  when  five  years  old.  The 
most  striking  are  St.  Roch  in  the  desert, 
supported  by  the  food  brought  by  his  dog, 
and  his  burial.  Not  far  off  is  the  "  Fonte 
Nuova,"  a  fine  Gothic  building  with  two 
arches  over  a  stream  of  water,  at  which 
several  women  were  washing. 

After  taking  a  sketch  of  it,  I  went  to  the 
Porta  Camullia,  the  Florentine  gate.  Just 
•outside  is  a  second  gate,  or  "ante  porto," 
where  was  once  a  beautiful  fresco  by  ISfasini, 
which  is  sadly  injured.  The  country  is  very 
pretty  outside  the  gate.  I  went  on  as  far  as 
-a  column  erected  to  mark  the  spot  where 
the  Emperor  Frederick  III.  met  his  bride, 
Eleonora  of  Portugal,  23rd  February,  1451. 
It  was  rather  a  long  but  very  pleasant  walk 
to  the  "Lizza,"  where  I  sat  some  time  to 
rest,  and  then  pursued  my  way  to  the  public 
library.  I  wanted  to  find  the  account  of 
Lars  Porsena's  tomb,  to  see  if  it  coincided 
with  the  labyrinthine  tomb  I  had  visited  at 
Ohinsi.  The  civil  librarian  helped  me  to 
several  books,  for  I  did  not  exactly  know 
where  to  find  what  I  wanted.  Knowing 
Yarro  had  described  the  tomb,  I  looked 
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through  some  of  his  works,  but  in  vain ;  at 
last  I  took  to  Pliny,  and  found  the  passage  I 
wanted  in  the  thirty-sixth  book  of  his  history 
of  the  world.     He  uses  the  words  of  a  lost 
treatise  of  Yarro's,  so  I  was  not  likely  to 
find  it  among  his  works.      Having  brought 
paper  with  me,  I  copied  out  the  whole  pas- 
sage.     It  is  useless  to  give  it  here  at  full 
length,  especially  as  it  did  not  agree  with 
my  tomb,  which  is  circular,  while  Porsena^s 
was   square,  each   side  three  hundred  feet 
long.     Within  this  square  was  such  a  laby- 
rinth of  chambers,  that  without  a  clue  no 
one  could  find  an  exit.     It  must  have  been 
a  fine   sight   to  see   this   lofty   monument, 
pyramids  piled  upon  pyramids,  and  then  the 
bells  ranged  round,  sounding  with  the  wind. 
I  do  not  think  such  a  tomb  will  now  be  dis- 
covered at  Chiusi.    It  is  strange  that  all  tradi- 
tion of  it  has  perished.     At  Albano,  near 
Eome,  is  a  monument,  with  four  cones  or 
pyramids  at  the  corners,   believed  to  have 
been  erected  to  Aruns,  the  son  of  Porsena, 
which  may  serve  to  give  a  very  humble  idea 
of  his  father's   tomb.     At  all  events,   that 
which  I  saw  at  Chiusi  was  very  curious  and 
interesting,  though  I  can  no  longer  identify  it 
with  the  Mausoleum  of  the  conqueror  of  Eome. 
I  returned  to  the  villa  highly  pleased  with 
my  morning's  work.     I  heard  that  a  priest 
came  to  say  mass  every  Sunday  morning,  so 
the  next  day  I  determined  to  attend.    A  little 
chapel  neatly  fitted  up  was  open  through  the 
dining-room,  in  which  part  of  the  congrega- 
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tion  were,  as  the  chapel  was  too  small  to 
contain  the  neighbouring  farmers  and  their 
servants.  The  priest  muttered  so  that  I 
could  scarcely  follow  with  my  book,  and  I 
never  before  was  so  impressed  with  the  un- 
profitableness of  the  Romish  worship ;  there 
was  not  one  lesson  the  audience  could  carry 
away  to  benefit  them. 

The  last  few  days  the  weather  has  been 
very  warm.  Monday,  18th,  the  thermometer 
in  my  room  stood  at  78.  I  sat  out  quite 
late — till  nearly  ten  o'clock — enjoying  the 
deep,  dark  blue  sky  and  the  stars.  Truly  in 
Italy  can  one  say  with  Southey,  "  How 
beautiful  is  night ! " 

Friday,  29th. 

This  is  the  last  letter  you  will  receive  from 
Siena,  as  I  start  to-morrow  for  Florence,  where 
I  hope  to  stay  at  least  six  weeks.  The 

Comtesse  de  P wishes  to  go  there  too,  and 

we  have  settled  to  live  together,  which  will 
be  very  pleasant  for  me,  as  I  like  her  particu- 
larly. After  many  inquiries  I  have  come 
to  the  conclusion  that  the  cholera  is  not  in 
Florence.  Strange  that  there  should  be  any 
doubt  when  the  distance  from  Siena  is  only 
three  hours  by  railroad  !  But  so  it  is.  In  this 
country  it  is  very  difficult  to  arrive  at  the 
truth.  If  I  find  it  unpleasant  to  remain  in 
Florence,  I  can  return  here  any  day.  The 
weather  has  changed,  and  I  am  told  it  will 
soon  be  quite  cold. 

Last  Saturday  was  a  dismal  day.  It  rained 
in  torrents,  and  gusts  of  wind  continually 
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burst  open  the  badly-fastened  doors.  The  ther- 
mometer sank  to  59°.  Sunday  was  fine  and 

clear,  but  chilly.  I  walked  with  Mrs.  T 

to  the  church  of  the  convent  of  St.  Francesco. 
It  is  a  large  handsome  building,  and  contains 
pictures  judiciously  put  into  dark  places,  for 
they  are  by  no  means  first-rate.  The  situa- 
tion of  the  convent  is  very  fine.  There  are 
about  thirty  friars. 

In  England  people  are  apt  to  fancy  that 
the  word  convent  applies  only  to  religious 
houses  for  women.     Such  is,  however,  by  no 
means  the  case  :  assemblies  of  either  men  or 
women  living  together  and  bound  together 
by  a  religious  rule,  are  convents.    The  word 
monastery  applies  to  the  system  of  La  Trappe, 
and   those   orders,   who,  though   outwardly 
united,  yet  keep  very  much  to  themselves. 
On  Monday  I  went  with  madame  to  Siena. 
My  great  object  was  to  make  a  sketch  from 
the  door  of  St.  Maria  dei  Servi,  which  I  ac- 
complished.    The  Palazzo  Publico,  and  the 
graceful   "Mangia,"  look  particularly  well 
from  this  point,  and  also  the  Duomo.     One 
of  the  arches  of  the  originally  projected  nave 
is   visible.     When   I   had  finished  I   went 
into   the   cathedral.      The   bright   sunlight 
penetrated  like  a  flood  of  glory  ;  producing 
fine  effects  of  light  and  shade,  and  causing 
the  statues  in  the  nave  to  stand  out  from 
their  black  and  white  background.     Every 
time  I  enter  this  building  it  strikes  me  more 
and  more.  I  believe  the  cathedral  at  Florence 
is  very  inferior. 
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On  Tuesday  I  was  told  the  grapes  were  to 
be  gathered,  and  that  the  making  of  wine 
was  to  begin,  so  I  went  out  to  see.  One  as- 
sociates bright  and  poetical  ideas  with  the 
very  word  "vintage,"  and  I  was  by  no  means 
prepared  for  the  commonplace  unpoetical 
proceedings  that  I  saw.  All  the  men  on 
the  estate,  with  some  women  and  children, 
gathered  the  grapes  into  large  baskets,  which 
were  emptied  into  panniers,  hung  upon  a 
donkey's  back.  -When  these  were  full,  the 
animal  was  led  into  a  shed  or  rather  out- 
house, where  the  vats  were,  into  which  the 
panniers  were  emptied.  Formerly  four  large 
vats  were  filled ;  but  the  last  two  years,  since 
the  grapes  had  failed,  there  had  been  only 
sufficient  for  two  vats.  The  grapes  looked 
very  dirty  and  dusty,  and  the  baskets,  panniers, 
donkey,  and  men,  were  all  as  dirty  as  could  be. 
Every  evening  the  men  turned  up  their  trou- 
sers and  jumped  into  the  vats,  wh£re  they 
trampled  upon  the  grapes.  After  twenty-four 
hours'  fermentation  a  small  part  of  the  juice 
was  drawn  off,  which  I  thought  made  a  deli- 
cious drink  (we used  to  have  it  at  dinner);  it 
tasted  rather  like  still  champagne,  and  is  called 
vermuth,  but  is  considered  very  unwholesome, 
having  a  strong  effect  on  the  nervous  system. 
The  captain  told  me  that  he  had  once  been 
made  very  seriously  ill  by  it,  and  it  was  some 
time  before  the  cause  was  discovered.  The 
regular  wine  remains  in  the  vats  forty  days, 
trodden  down  every  night ;  the  scum  and  dirt 
boil  over,  and  the  juice  is  drawn  away.  The 
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grapes  are  then  put  into  a  press,  and  an 
inferior  kind  of  wine  is  extracted.  We  had 
a  great  feast  of  grapes  of  several  kinds ; 
they  are  smaller  than  those  which  are  culti- 
vated in  hot-houses,  but  very  sweet.  All 
kinds  and  colours  are  put  in  together.  A 
great  gathering  of  the  gran  turco,  or  In- 
dian wheat,  is  just  finished ;  the  ears  are 
brought  to  the  house,  dried  in  the  sun,  and 
then  the  yellow  grains  are  extracted,  and 
carefully  dried  and  preserved.  It  is  veiy 
amusing  to  see  Italian  farming  and  house- 
keeping, they  differ  so  much  from  the  English. 
On  Thursday  I  went  to  the  city  to  say 
good-by  to  Miss  T ,  and  get  my  pass- 
port. I  had  to  pay  eight  pauls  for  the  vise 
of  the  police,  but  should  have  been  charged 
a  great  deal  more  had  it  not  been  for  the 
civility  of  the  official.  English  people  spend 
their  money  wherever  they  go,  and  are  a 
great  advantage  to  the  country,  so  it  is  a 
great  mistake  of  governments  to  throw  diffi- 
culties and  expenses  in  their  way.  I  had 
no  time  to  go  to  my  beloved  Duomo,  so  was 
obliged  to  wish  it  good-by  from  a  distance. 
It  was  really  quite  cold,  and  I  was  glad  of  a 
shawl  and  veil.  I  hear  that  there  are  many 
villas  round  Siena  that  are  let  to  English 
people,  and  others  which  receive  ladies  "  en 
pension,"  but  that  most  people  leave  by  the 
middle  of  September.  Siena  is  not  so  high 
as  Perugia,  nor  so  cold.  There,  according  to 
the  saying,  "Ea  fresco  tre  mesi,  freddo  nove, 
caldo  mai" — "It  is  cool  three  months,  cold 
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nine,  and  never  hot."  I  am  very  sorry  to  leave 
Siena  without  making  an  expedition  to  Vol- 
terra,  one  of  the  most  ancient  of  the  Etruscan 
cities ;  but  the  cholera  is  in  all  the  villages 
round  about,  and  I  could  not  find  any  one 
inclined  to  join  me  on  a  three  days'  excursion 
to  see  the  antiquities,  the  borax  works,  and 
the  celebrated  alabaster  manufactories. 

This  is  now  the  finest  season  for  Italy; 
the  heat  of  summer  is  tempered  by  a  breeze, 
too  much  so  at  Siena,  but  I  am  told  that  it 
will  be  delightful  in  Florence.  I  have  ex- 
tremely enjoyed  my  month  within  the 
Sienese  territory.  I  have  seen  much  of  great 
interest,  have  gained  health  in  this  airy  and 
delicious  situation,  justly  called  "  Scaccia 
Pensieri" — "  Chase  cares" — and  have  seen 
something  of  country  life  in  Italy  which  I 
should  not  otherwise  have  done.  If  there  is 
less  cleanliness  and  neatness  than  in  Eng- 
land, still  there  is  a  joyousness  and  industry 
which  I  had  not  expected  to  see. 

I  am  told  that  the  towns  of  Tuscany  are 
generally  clean,  the  ground  well  cultivated, 
wages  good,  and  everything  far  more  flourish- 
ing than  in  Southern  Italy,  and  should  say 
it  is  so  from  what  I  have  seen.  If  the  go- 
vernment were  only  more  enlightened,  Tus- 
cany might  be  a  paradise,  but  espionage  is 
practised,  and  there  is  great  tyranny.  No 
government  can  be  popular  which  is  supported 
by  foreign  soldiery,  and  it  grates  sadly  upon 
the  Tuscans  to  see  the  white  uniforms  of  the 
Austrians  in  authority  among  them.  A 
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clever  man  told  me  one  day  he  was  very  anxious 
for  Austria  to  join  in  the  present  war  on  the 
side  of  Russia,  for  then  Italy  would  rise  and 
expel  her  tyrants.  But  I  must  not  write 
politics,  for  I  do  not  understand  how  mat- 
ters are  to  be  mended,  only  I  trust  and  be- 
lieve that  some  day  a  happier  time  will  come 
for  this  beautiful  land. 


SKETCHES 


ISLANDS  IN  THE  BAY  OF  NAPLES. 


LETTER  I. 

Naples,  June,  1853. 

My  dear  Brother, — You  desire  to  have  some  ac- 
count of  the  islands  in  the  Bay  of  Naples,  which, 
through  the  kindness  of  my  friends,  I  visited  and 
saw  to  the  greatest  advantage  during  the  summers 
of  1852-3.  Accordingly  I  will  give  some  extracts 
from  my  journal,  though  they  can  but  portray 
very  feebly  these  lovely  scenes,  and  the  great 
enjoyment  it  gave  me  to  see  them. 

At  three  o'clock  on  the  afternoon  of  August  1, 
1852,  we  embarked  at  Naples  in  the  St.  Winifred 

steamer,  belonging  to  Mr.  C ,  and  started  very 

soon.  We  coasted  along  the  bay,  having  lovely 
views  of  Naples,  till  we  reached  the  point  called 
"Le  Scoglie"  of  Virgil,  very  picturesque  rocks;  then 
we  struck  off  for  Capri,  and  anchored  in  the  little 
bay  three  hours  after  leaving  Naples:  the  distance 
is  about  twelve  miles.  An  awning  was  put  up, 
and  we  sat  on  deck  till  late,  enjoying  the  view. 
The  moon  gradually  arose  behind  the  island,  sil- 
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vering  the  lofty  peaks,  while  the  foreground  was 
in  deep  shade. 

At  noon  the  next  day  a  hoat  was  ordered  out,  and 
we  rowed  round  the  point  to  our  right  hand,  till  we 
reached  the  ruins  of  Tiberius'  marine  palace.  His 
bath  is  still  shown:  a  sheltered  little  bay,  protected 
by  rocks,  so  that  the  water  is  always  calm.  We 
bathed,  and  found  the  water  deliciously  clear  and 
cool.  Some  of  our  party,  who  were  not  fond  of  the 
sea,  took  up  their  quarters  at  the  little  Hotel  de 
Londres ;  but  I  am  always  glad  to  remain  on  board 
when  I  can.  In  the  evening  we  started  on  a  very 
pleasant  expedition.  Most  of  the  party  had  don- 
keys ;  I  had  a  portantina,  or  arm-chair  on  poles, 
carried  by  two  men.  We  mounted  the  steep  flight 
of  steps  leading  to  the  town  of  Anacapri,  and  then 
turned  off  to  the  left,  up  and  down  very  steep  places. 
It  was  surpassingly  beautiful.  The  hills  are  entirely 
of  limestone  (Capri  alone  of  all  the  islands  in  this 
bay  bearing  no  signs  of  volcanic  action),  and  their 
forms  are  most  picturesque.  Then  the  foliage  and 
vegetation  are  most  luxuriant — figs,  grapes,  and 
myrtles  growing  to  the  very  water's  edge.  The 
island  in  this  part  is  only  one  mile  wide.  We 
descended  to  the  beach  on  the  opposite  side,  and 
found  a  boat  ready  prepared  for  us.  The  rocks 
were  grand  in  the  extreme.  There  is  a  very  fine 
natural  arch,  and  also  there  are  three  very  pic- 
turesque "needles,"  severed  from  the  island.  We 
entered  the  "  Green  Grotto,"  which  is  most  beau- 
tiful. The  rocks  forming  the  roof  and  sides  are 
in  fine  stratifications,  and  the  colour  of  them  and 
the  water  is  a  very  rich,  brilliant  green ;  we  ex- 
plored every  recess  of  it  in  our  boat.  On  our 
return  we  took  another  path,  skirting  a  moun- 
tain commanding  views  of  the  whole  bay  and 
adjoining  coasts.  We  went  into  the  "  Capella  di 
Capri,"  the  principal  church,  which,  at  a  distance, 
looks  very  imposing.  The  interior,  however,  con- 
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tains  little  of  interest,  except  an  old  doorway  and 
several  curious  pillars  of  greenish  stone,  taken  from 
Tiberius'  marine  villa.  It  was  very  delightful  to 
sit  on  the  deck  till  late,  watching  the  beautiful 
summer  lightning  playing  around  us,  and  its  re- 
flection on  the  clear  waters. 

Before  breakfast,  on  the  morning  of  the  3rd, 

Mrs.  C and  I  bathed  from  the  vessel.  The 

water  was  so  clear  that  we  saw  the  weeds  dis- 
tinctly at  a  depth  of  thirty  feet.  We  had  gutta- 
percha  life  preservers,  so  that  we  were  perfectly 
safe,  and  greatly  enjoyed  our  bathe.  Some  of  the 
sailors  tried  to  make  us  afraid  of  sharks ;  but,  as 
the  last  had  been  seen  by  the  grandfather  of  an 
aged  man  in  his  early  days,  we  saw  no  reason  to 
fear. 

For  many  years  an  Englishman  has  resided  on 
Capri,  and  done  a  great  deal  for  the  inhabitants ; 
he  is  called  the  King  of  Capri,  and  is  a  particu- 
larly agreeable  man.  He  paid  us  a  long  visit,  and 
gave  us  much  information.  The  island  is  nine 
miles  in  circumference,  and  is  very  niuch  elevated; 
the  highest  point  is  1,800  feet  above  the  level  of 
the  sea.  The  formation  is  entirely  limestone,  and 
the  vegetation  is  very  rich ;  the  figs  are  particularly 
fine.  It  is  singular  that  there  is  no  spring  of  water 
in  the  island.  The  temperature  is  very  equable : 
in  winter  it  is  not  cold,  and  in  summer  the 
thermometer  rarely  rises  above  74°.  From  this 
fact,  it  was  a  very  favourite  residence  with  the 
early  Roman  emperors.  The  population  is  now 
4,000. 

In  the  afternoon  we  went  upon  another  expedi- 
tion. We  first  passed  through  the  town  of  Capri, 
waiting  for  a  few  minutes  in  the  market-place, 
where  were  the  prison  and  the  cathedral.  For- 
merly there  was  a  Bishop  of  Capri,  but  now  the 
see  is  joined  with  Sorrento.  We  then  proceeded, 
in  a  different  direction  to  yesterday's,  up  a  very 
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steep  path.  In  the  days  of  Tiberius  there  was  a 
carriage-road,  but  now  there  are  no  carts  even  on 
the  island,  the  roads  being  too  narrow  and  bad  for 
wheels.  The  scenery  was  most  varied,  at  times 
grand — almost  awful— and  then  riant  and  luxuri- 
ant till  we  came  to  a  most  picturesque  path  along 
the  cliff.  Here  we  left  our  steeds  and  chairs,  and 
descended  to  the  "Arco  Naturale,"  which  was  even 
more  striking  here  than  from  the  water.  We  met 

the  "King  of  Capri"   (Mr.  W )  and   some 

friends.  He  took  us  to  his  house,  along  a  cliff, 
which  he  had  bought  five  years  since.  It  was 
then  waste  ground,  but  cultivation  and  this  genial 
climate  have  brought  the  vines,  planted  on  ter- 
races, to  great  perfection  already.  Mr.  W 

had  invited  the  syndic  and  several  English  people 
staying  on  the  island  to  meet  us.  After  tea,  he 
sent  for  some  of  the  peasants.  One  played  the 
tambourine,  and  the  others  danced  the  "tarantella." 
I  was  still  more  pleased  by  the  "  tarascone,"  a  most 
graceful  Grecian  dance,  only  danced  here.  It  re- 
quires four  performers,  and  is  very  elegant  and 
graceful.  The  ball-room  was  a  terrace,  over  which 
hung  vines  on  trellises,  and  the  bright  blue  sea 
formed  the  background.  The  handsome  peasants, 
in  their  picturesque  costumes,  were  very  striking 
figures.  Many  of  them  accompanied  us  part  of 
the  way  home,  bearing  torches ;  but  the  bright 
moon  made  artificial  light  unnecessary. 

On  the  morning  of  the  4th,  Mr.  W and  all 

his  guests  of  last  night  came  on  board.  The  steam 
was  got  up,  and  we  started  to  make  the  tour  of  the 
island.  I  never  saw  any  rocks  so  fine,  except  that 
of  Gibraltar;  the  forms  are  so  grand  and  the 
colouring  exquisite,  with  the  emerald  sea  and  azure 
sky.  I  wanted  very  much  to  enter  the  "  Blue 
Grotto,"  but  the  sea  was  very  rough,  and,  if  once 
in,  we  could  not  have  got  out  for  twenty-four 
hours.  We  saw  the  ruins  of  Tiberius'  villa,  and 


ISLANDS  IN  THE  BAY  OF  NAPLES.         287 

the  rock  whence  he  made  criminals  jump  into  the 
sea.  It  is  called  "II  Salto  di  Tiberio/'  and  is 
1,800  feet  high.  We  saw  the  cave  where  the 
stores  were  kept  during  the  war;  Sir  Hudson 
Lowe's  fort — the  only  piece  of  flat  ground,  where 
the  French  landed ;  the  heights  of  Anacapri,  the 
other  town,  approached  by  a  staircase  of  600  feet, 
and  then  passed  between  the  "  needles."  We  passed 
also  the  little  island  of  Monaco,  where,  according 
to  Suetonius,  Masgabbas,  the  minister  of  Augus- 
tus, was  buried,  and  the  mouth  of  the  newly-dis- 
covered "  Silver  Grotto."  The  circuit  took  us  an 
hour  and  a  half.  We  were  to  have  landed  upon 
the  Siren  Isles,  but  the  sea  was  too  rough,  I  be- 
lieve, however,  there  is  nothing  to  see  there,  and 
their  chief  interest  arises  from  the  tradition  that 
upon  them  sat  the  enchantresses  who  strove  to 
beguile  Ulysses.  On  our  return  to  the  little  bay, 
our  friends  left  us,  and  we  took  our  departure 
from  this  lovely  island.  We  went  by  Cape  Cam- 
panella  to  Sorrento  and  Castellamare,  and  reached 
Naples  on  the  evening  of  the  6th,  after  a  most 
delightful  expedition. 

On  the  evening  of  Saturday,  June  18th,  1853, 1 
left  Naples  in  the  Sibilla  yacht,  with  my  kind 

friends  the  C s,  for  a  little  excursion  to  some 

of  the  isles  in  the  Bay  of  Naples.  The  Sapphire, 
a  much  smaller,  but  very  nice  little  yacht,  accom- 
panied us.  It  added  to  the  pleasure  of  the  expe- 
dition to  have  a  companion,  and  those  in  one  boat 
paid  visits  to  their  friends  in  the  other.  Before 
dark  we  passed  the  Isle  of  Nisida,  where  is  a  large 
white  building  called  a  bagnio,  used  for  the  confine- 
ment of  galley-slaves.  Poerio  has  been,  and  I 
believe  still  is  here,  but  has  as  much  comfort  now 
as  is  consistent  with  confinement.  As  seen  from 
the  sea  this  island  is  very  curious,  its  form  clearly 
showing  that  it  is  the  extinct  crater  of  a  volcano. 
The  cup-like  shape  is  very  perfect,  except  that  the 
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nearest  to  the  sea  is  broken  down.  I  believe 
there  are  no  records  of  this  volcano  ever  having 
been  in  an  active  state,  so  probably  it  was  at  an 
earlier  period  than  those  of  Ischia,  Monte  Nuovo 
at  Baise,  and  Vesuvius.  It  was  a  beautiful  night, 
the  moon  and  stars  gave  a  light  far  greater  than 
what  they  do  in  England,  and  the  lights  of  the 
city  of  Naples  gradually  faded  away  in  the  dis- 
tance. 

The   whole   of  Sunday  we   proceeded   on   our 
way  past  Ischia  and  Procida.      In  the  morning 

Mr.  C read  our  service,  and  in  the  evening 

the  captain  assembled  all  the  sailors  on  deck. 
They  recited  the  rosary,  then  the  captain  read 
several  prayers,  and  gave  a  short  address ;  the  men 
were  very  attentive. 

The  wind  was  not  very  favourable,  so  that  we 
did  not  reach  the  Island  of  Ponza  till  four  o'clock 
on  Monday  afternoon.  This  island,  anciently 
called  Pontia,  was  first  peopled  by  the  Volsci. 
The  Romans  used  it  as  a  place  of  banishment,  and 
in  the  times  of  the  early  emperors  many  Christians 
were  sent  here  to  die — among  others,  Domitilla ; 
also  Pope  Silverius,  who  was  sent  here  by  Belisa- 
rius,  A.D.  538,  and  starved  to  death  by  his  order  in 
the  adjoining  island  of  Palmarola.  He  was  after- 
wards canonized,  and  is  now  the  patron  saint  of 
Ponza.  According  to  tradition  Pontius  Pilate  was 
governor  here  for  a  short  time,  but  was  dismissed 
for  bad  conduct,  after  which  he  fled  to  Judea,  and 
by  flattery  and  bribery  obtained  command  in 
Jerusalem. 

During  the  middle  ages  Pontia  was  frequently 
held  by  the  Saracens,  and  was  for  a  long  time  un- 
inhabited, till  settlers  came  from  Gaeta  about  one 
hundred  years  since.  The  English  held  it  during 
the  late  war  from  1813  to  1815,  and  their  memory 
is  still  honoured  by  the  inhabitants.  Napier  has 
the  title  of  Count  of  Ponza  from  this  isle.  At  one 
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time  it  was  called  "  L'Isola  della  Maga  Circe,"  but 
now  it  is  generally  believed  that  this  great  enchant- 
ress lived  on  the  promontory  called  Cape  Circello, 
fourteen  miles  from  Ponza. 

The  three  islands  were  formerly  called  the  (Eno- 
trides.  Ponza,  the  largest,  is  about  thirteen  miles 
in  circuit.  Palmarola  is  four  miles  distant,  and 
three  miles  in  circuit;  while  Zannone,  not  much 
above  one  mile  in  circumference,  is  two  miles  off. 
They  form  a  very  picturesque  group,  and  are  par- 
ticularly interesting  to  the  geologist,  being  entirely 
of  volcanic  formation.  There  are  very  few  inha- 
bitants on  the  smaller  islands.  No  one  lives  upon 
Zannone ;  people  go  over  for  the  day  to  cultivate 
it.  Ponza  is  used  as  a  penal  settlement  for  crimi- 
nal offenders.  There  are  now  about  1600  "rile- 
gati,"  or  banished,  and  the  whole  population  is 
4,000. 

The  harbour  is  excellent,  and  the  city  is  built 
round  it  in  the  form  of  a  crescent.  Flags  were 
flying,  for  it  was  the  great  festa,  the  day  of  Pope 
Silverius.  We  landed  about  six  o'clock,  and 
visited  the  church,  which  is  very  large.  Thence 
we  went  to  the  house  of  the  commandant,  where 
all  the  notables  of  the  island  were  assembled. 
After  talking  to  them  and  partaking  of  iced  syrup, 
we  were  taken  to  the  flat  roof  of  the  house,  and 
had  quite  a  pleasant  walk  along  the  roofs  of  a 
great  many  public  buildings,  and  saw  the  paper 
lanterns  prepared  for  the  illuminations  at  night. 

We  sat  some  time  in  the  garden  of  the  fort,  but 
saw  nothing  worthy  of  notice  but  giant  trees  of 
sweet  broom  and  the  cactus.  We  attracted  great 
notice  as  strangers,  and  crowds  accompanied  us  at 
a  respectful  distance.  All  at  once,  however,  they 
forsook  us,  and  appeared  running  to  the  beach. 
We  found  they  had  obtained  a  glimpse  of  Mr. 

C 's  black  servant,  a  West  Indian,  and  as  it 

was  the  first  time  they  had  ever  seen  a  black  man, 

U 
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he  was  more  attractive  than  the  English  strangers. 
We  returned  to  the  Sibilla  at  dark,  and  saw  to 
great  advantage  the  fireworks  and  illuminations ; 
the  paper  lanterns  produced  a  very  pretty  effect, 
being  placed  along  the  flat  roofs,  which  rose  in 
tiers  one  above  the  other. 

The  next  morning,  the  21st,  the  commandant 
and  his  wife  came  on  board;  two  boats  were 
ordered  out,  and  we  went  to  explore  some  curious 
caves  called  Pilate's  Baths.  The  strata  are  very  re- 
markable, and  it  seems  to  me  that  these  baths  are 
natural,  with  very  little  application  of  art.  A 
staircase  has  lately  been  discovered,  of  seven  steps 
of  travertine,  leading  probably  from  the  rock 
above,  where,  according  to  tradition,  the  palace  of 
the  governor  stood.  We  also  explored  the  remains 
of  Roman  reservoirs,  and  after  landing  went  to  see 
the  site  of  what  was  a  large  city  in  the  time  of  the 
Romans.  There  is  a  deep  trench,  on  one  side  of 
which  are  found  Latin,  and  on  the  other  Greek 
inscriptions.  We  returned  to  breakfast,  and  in 
the  evening  made  an  expedition  to  another  part  of 
the  island,  where  wheat  flourishes  well,  and  the 
soil  is  remarkably  productive. 

The  following  morning  we  started  in  boats  round 
the  other  side  of  the  islands,  landing  at  many  of 
the  little  recesses.  The  lava  and  basalt  formations 
are  very  remarkable,  and  form  most  picturesque 
rocks.  The  water  in  the  little  bays  is  particularly 
bright  and  clear.  Altogether  this  is  an  interest- 
ing island,  worthy  to  be  more  visited  than  it  now 
is.  Very  fine  lobsters  are  caught  here,  and  the 
fish  in  general  is  very  good.  The  commandant 
and  other  officials  came  on  board  on  our  return,  to 

wish  us  a  happy  voyage.  Mr.  C is  a  great 

man  here ;  he  owns  the  steamer  which  comes  twice 
a  month  from  Naples,  affording  means  of  commu- 
nication with  the  outer  world.  We  saw  several  of 
the  criminals,  who  are  allowed  to  live  by  them- 
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selves,  and  cultivate  the  ground  for  their  own 
benefit.  Generally  they  are  very  quiet  and  orderly. 
At  eleven  o'clock  we  started  off  for  Naples,  a  dis- 
tance of  sixty  miles.  Twenty-four  miles  off  we 
passed  by  the  melancholy-looking  island  of  Vando- 
tena,  not  quite  half  the  size  of  Ponza,  and  now  used 
as  a  place  of  banishment  for  political  offenders.  The 
ancient  name  of  this  island  was  Pandetaria.  Here 
Julia,  the  daughter  of  Augustus,  was  banished  by 
her  father  for  her  bad  conduct,  and  Octavia,  the 
wife  of  Nero,  was  murdered.  The  Island  of 
St.  Stefano  is  still  smaller  than  Vandotena,  and 
separated  from  it  by  a  narrow  channel ;  here  also 
is  a  large  bagnio  for  galley-slaves. 

The   next   morning   we    found   ourselves   near 
Baiae,  so  we  entered  the  bay  and  cast  anchor  for  a 

•few   hours.     Mr.  C wished   to  take  one  of 

Nero's  baths.  In  a  cave  is  a  most  curious  natural 
vapour  bath,  which  is  considered  highly  efficacious 
for  gout  and  rheumatism.  The  Bay  of  Baise  is  most 
lovely  and  peaceful.  The  sun  shone  brightly  upon 
Pozzuoli,  hallowed  by  the  presence  of  St.  Paul  in 
former  times.  At  midnight  we  raised  the  anchor, 
and  in  a  few  hours  were  once  again  in  St.  Lucia, 
Naples. 
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LETTER  II. 

Casamicciola,  Ischia,  July  19,  1853. 

My  dear  Brother,— I  am  writing  to-day  on  my 
pretty  terrace  :  a  roof  of  trellis- work,  covered  with 
the  dry  and  golden  leaves  of  the  Indian  corn,  pro- 
tects me  from  the  sun.  I  have  a  nice  chair  and 
table,  and  before  me  is  extended  a  view  of  the 
greatest  beauty.  Much  as  I  had  expected  from 
Ischia,  still  it  far  surpasses  my  expectations. 

I  left  Naples,  July  16th,  in  the  St.  Winifred 
steamer.  We  coasted  Procida,  which  is  a  low 
narrow  island ;  the  castle  is  a  very  picturesque  and 
prominent  object  from  the  sea.  Then  we  stopped 
a  little  at  the  town  of  Ischia,  the  capital  of  the 
island,  and  reached  Casamicciola  in  about  four 
hours  after  leaving  Naples.  Giuseppe  Pisani,  at 
whose  house  it  had  been  settled  I  was  to  board, 
was  waiting  for  me  with  a  donkey,  and  a  steep 
ride  of  a  mile  brought  me  to  his  abode.  Alas  !  it  is 
very  different  to  what  I  expected — two  small  bed- 
rooms, the  floor  a  kind  of  composition,  the  win- 
dows so  high  up  that  I  cannot  see  out  even  when- 
standing  upon  a  chair,  and  the  furniture  of  the 
rudest  description.  But  I  believe  everything  on  the 
island  is  primitive,  and  as  all  is  clean  and  the 
people  very  respectable,  I  shall  try  to  stay,  and  be 
as  little  as  possible  within  doors.  Giuseppe  him- 
self is  the  owner  of  a  large  boat  which  goes  every- 
day to  Naples,  carrying  the  waters  of  the  island  in 
barrels  to  make  baths  at  Naples  for  invalids  wha 
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cannot  come  here,  and  bringing  back  various 
goods  from  the  mainland,  besides  executing  com- 
missions for  the  strangers  here.  He  is  a  fine 
honest  fellow,  and  brings  up  two  of  his  sons  to 
the  sea  also.  His  wife  Rachele  is  a  good  motherly 
woman,  and  an  excellent  attendant,  having  been 
a  lady's-maid ;  she  also  cooks  well.  The  youngest 
daughter  Elisabetta,  a  handsome  girl  of  seventeen, 
has  constituted  herself  my  principal  attendant. 
She  is  very  quick  and  intelligent,  and  an  amusing 
companion.  The  eldest  daughter,  Restituta,  is 
married  to  a  sailor  from  Procida.  Every  year  in 
the  month  of  March  he  goes  to  Barbary  to  fish 
for  coral,  returning  in  October.  His  wife  is  a  very 
beautiful  young  woman  of  twenty-four ;  she  takes 
in  washing  to  support  herself  and  two  little  blue- 
eyed  children,  who  Rachele  says  are  like  me,  be- 
cause they  have  "occhi  bianchi;"  to  which  I 
reply,  my  eyes  are  blue,  not  white. 

Every  morning  at  nine  I  have  my  breakfast  on 
the  terrace — milk,  bread,  fried  fish,  and  delicious 
figs  or  plums.  Dinner  comes  at  three  —  fish, 
maccaroni,  or  potatoes,  either  poultry  or  cutlets, 
and  a  sweet ;  sometimes  I  have  soup  instead  of 
fish.  About  eight  o'clock  I  have  either  fruit  and 
bread,  maccaroni,  or  an  egg.  At  eleven  o'clock  I 
have  my  bath  in  one  of  my  two  bedrooms.  There 
is  a  curious  girl  called  Carolina,  the  drudge  of  the 
house,  whose  thick  lips  and  curly  stiff  hair  betray 
an  African  origin.  Her  strength  is  perfectly  as- 
tonishing ;  she  goes  to  the  springs  and  brings  large 
barrels  of  water  one  at  a  time  upon  her  head. 
Four  of  these  barrels  are  sufficient  for  a  bath.  I 
have  had  two  of  "  1'acqua  del  occhio,"  the  weakest 
of  the  waters.  It  has  two  or  three  names,  but  this 
is  given  because  it  is  very  good  for  the  eyes.  I 
remain  half  an  hour  in  the  bath  and  then  go  to 
bed  for  one  hour,  after  which  I  get  up  and  have 
my  dinner  on  the  terrace. 
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In  the  evening  I  frequently  take  a  little  walk 
with  Elisabetta  in  a  neighbouring  "  mazzeria." 
This  term  is  applied  to  a  piece  of  ground  in  which 
are  cultivated  figs,  vines,  Indian  corn,  mulberries, 
cactus,  and  fruit  trees.  The  island  is  so  rocky  that 
the  mazzerias  are  generally  raised  on  terraces  on, 
the  side  of  the  hills. 

Yesterday  evening  I  walked  to  the  principal 
Hotel,  "La  Sentinella  Grande, "  situated  on  a  high- 
point,  whence  the  view  is  most  lovely.  "VVe  found 
the  King  and  Queen  of  Naples  were  there  paying 
a  visit  to  the  Princess  Mariana  of  Prussia,  who  has 
been  in  the  island  some  weeks.  We  waited  half 
an  hour,  and  obtained  an  excellent  view  of  their 
majesties.  The  king  is  a  stout,  goodnatured-look- 
ing  man,  dressed  in  a  dark  blue  uniform  and  cap. 
The  queen  is  plain,  and  rather  gaudily  dressed 
without  much  taste.  They  were  in  a  pretty  low 
pony  carriage,  the  king  driving  and  a  chasseur 
sitting  on  the  seat  behind.  Just  as  the  king  was 
stepping  into  the  carriage,  a  poor  miserable  man 
rushed  forwards  and  threw  himself  at  the  king's 
feet,  imploring  mercy.  This  poor  man  had  been 
proscribed  for  taking  part  in  the  revolution;  for 
more  than  two  years  he  had  been  hiding  in  holes 
in  the  ground  to  avoid  the  soldiery,  and  now  ven- 
tured forth  to  implore  pardon;  his  aged  mother 
wept,  and  all  the  spectators  begged  for  mercy. 
The  king  seemed  overcome,  and  cried  in  a  loud 
voice,  "I  grant  a  free  pardon/'  Great  joy  was 
testified  by  all,  and  their  majesties  drove  off  with 
the  benedictions  of  the  multitude  following  them. 

The  royal  family  have  a  palace  at  Ischia,  where 
they  spend  some  time  every  summer,  as  the 
younger  children  are  very  unhealthy  and  benefit 
greatly  by  the  waters. 

Casamicciola,  July  25th. 
The  thermometer  has,  for  some  days,  been  con- 
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stantly  at  86°,  but  the  air  is  so  light  and  plea- 
sant, that  the  heat  is  not  overpowering.  There 
are  no  mosquitoes  on  the  island,  nor  any  stinging 
insects  except  occasionally  small  sand-flies.  I  pass 
my  time  very  pleasantly,  though  I  have  no  society 
beyond  this  family.  I  have  brought  many  books 
with  me,  and  read  a  great  deal  every  day,  varying 
my  employments  with  working  and  drawing. 

The  preparatory  baths  of  "  acqua  del  occhio  " 
are  now  over,  and  to-day  I  have  had  my  first  bath 
of  "  Gurgitello  "  water  entirely ;  at  first  I  had  one 
barrel  of  this  stronger  water,  then  two,  and  so  on 
by  degrees.  This  water  consists  of  alkaline  matter, 
soda,  potash,  &c.,  with  a  very  little  mineral,  and 
the  effects  are  so  much  stronger  than  can  be  ac- 
counted for  from  the  component  elements,  that  it 
is  believed  there  is  some  electricity  in  the  water. 
Ischia  is  entirely  of  volcanic  formation.  There  are 
twenty-seven  different  kinds  of  waters,  most  of 
which  spring  in  or  near  to  Casamicciola.  Some  are 
for  drinking,  but  the  greater  part  are  used  as 
baths.  My  "  cura "  is,  to  have  fifteen  baths  en- 
tirely of  Gurgitello  water  at  a  temperature  of  from 
26  to  28  degrees  of  Reaumur,  91  to  96  Fahrenheit, 
remaining  in  the  bath  three-quarters  of  an  hour 
at  a  time,  and  omitting  the  bath  every  eighth  day. 
When  this  course  is  completed,  I  am  to  have  six 
baths  of  the  water  of  St.  E/estituta. 

Light  food,  and  great  care  to  avoid  draughts 
and  evening  damp,  are  enjoined  during  the  "cura." 
The  Gurgitello  water  issues  boiling  from  its  source; 
two  barrels  are  always  brought  at  night,  and  the 
other  two  early  in  the  morning,  that  the  bath  may 
be  sufficiently  cool  for  me. 

Yesterday  (Sunday)  was  a  great  festa  here. 
Elisabetta  dressed  herself  in  ner  gayest  costume  : 
a  pink  muslin  dress  with  no  sleeves,  showing  the 
white  sleeves  of  her  chemise  full  to  the  wrist;  an 
apron  trimmed  with  old  lace;  a  pink  and  white 
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handkerchief  over  her  shoulders  ;  a  kind  of  turban 
formed  of  an  Indian  handkerchief,  which  suited 
admirably  her  complexion  and  black  hair,  with  very 
large  golden  earrings  and  a  gold  chain.  Altogether 
the  costume  was  most  becoming.  I  went  with  her 
to  the  public  square  in  the  town ;  and  we  had  seats 
upon  the  top  of  a  low  house  to  see  the  procession. 
This  was  not  much ;  a  confraternity  in  white  dresses 
and  blue  calico  capes  walked  first,  each  man  holding 
alighted  candle;  the  priests  of  the  various  churches 
followed,  and  lastly  the  host.  The  fireworks  which 
followed  the  Benediction  were  by  no  means  first- 
rate,  but  it  interested  me  greatly  to  see  the  gay  cos- 
tumes and  rich  ornaments  of  the  women:  the  men 
wear  embroidered  jackets  and  picturesque  red  caps. 

Aug.  1st. 

A  few  evenings  since  I  went  with  Elisabetta  to 
see  the  source  of  'Tacqua  del  occhio;"it  looked  such 
a  dark  dirty  hole.  A  small  wooden  building  is 
erected  over  the  source,  in  which  are  four  baths, 
but  so  miserable  that  none  but  the  very  poorest 
come  here  to  take  them.  All  who  can  afford  it 
have  their  own  bath  at  home,  and  buy  the  water, 
which  is  usually  carried  on  donkeys.  Carolina, 
however,  has  begged  me  to  employ  her  instead  of 
a  man  and  donkey,  and  I  am  glad  to  give  the 
poor  girl  something  to  do.  I  have  been  amusing 
myself  with  drawing  some  beautiful  butterflies, 
which  several  young  girls  bring  me.  I  put  them 
under  a  tumbler,  and  when  the  drawing  is  coloured 
I  let  the  poor  captives  fly  away. 

My  faithful  maid  was  very  anxious  to  go  to  the 
festa  at  Foria,  so  I  engaged  two  donkeys  to  take 
us  there  yesterday.  We  started  at  five  o'clock.  After 
passing  "  La  Sentinella  Grande,"  we  descended 
for  nearly  a  mile  till  we  came  to  the  pretty  little 
village  of  Lacco;  we  then  proceeded  two  miles  to 
the  other  side  of  the  island,  along  such  a  beautiful 
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road — the  vegetation  was  so  rich,  the  rocks  such 
an  exquisite  colour  !  Only  we  lost  the  view 
of  the  coast,  as  we  were  now  upon  the  side  of  the 
island  looking  towards  the  open  sea,  and  the  only 
land  in  sight  was  the  distant  Isle  of  Vandotena. 
Foria  is  a  very  remarkable  and  picturesque  town, 
with  five  curious  old  Norman  towers  of  different 
forms.  It  is  the  most  fertile  and  populous  part  of 
the  island,  containing,  with  the  small  hamlet  of 
Pansa,  6,885  inhabitants.  We  dismounted  from  our 
steeds,  and  attended  vespers  in  the  cathedral,  which 
is  large  and  handsome,  and  rich  in  coloured  mar- 
bles. The  general  effect  is  spoiled  by  a  trumpery 
figure  of  the  Virgin,  as  large  as  life,  in  a  white 
satin  dress,  and  by  some  blue  and  white  angels, 
carrying  lighted  candles,  in  the  tribune.  The 
Piazza  was  a  very  gay  scene,  with  all  the  costumes, 
which  differ  a  little  from  those  of  Casamicciola. 
The  women  wore  white  or  light-coloured  skirts 
with  brocaded  purple  silk  spencers,  and  the  same 
turbans  and  earrings  as  Elisabetta  :  mine  was  the 
only  bonnet  in  the  town.  We  returned  by  another 
path  over  the  mountains,  which  was  very  fine; 
over  our  heads  towered  the  volcano  of  St.  Niccolo 
to  a  height  of  2,550  feet.  In  very  early  times  this 
volcano  was  very  active — the  last  eruption  Avas  in  the 
sixteenth  century — but  the  hot  waters  and  natural 
vapour-baths  show  there  is  always  the  same  power 
at  work,  though  in  a  more  quiescent  state.  There 
are  many  small  villages  on  the  island ;  the  whole 
population  is  24,000;  the  size  is  fifteen  miles  in  cir- 
cumference; the  distance  from  Naples  is  seventeen 
miles,  from  Procida  three,  and  from  the  mainland 
at  Cuma  ten. 

Aug.  5th. 

On  Tuesday  I  went  to  a  mazzeria  half  a  mile 
distant,  where  there  was  a  most  exquisite  view;  on 
-one  side  we  looked  over  Lacco,  on  the  other  over 


29  S  SKETCHES  OF  THE 

Procida  to  the  opposite  coast.  Such  colouring  I 
never  beheld  !  Ischia  is  sometimes  called  the  isle 
of  the  blessed,  and  so  it  is,  for  such  exquisite  beauty 
I  have  never  seen  anywhere.  The  mazzeria  be- 
longs to  a  Donna  Jozabel,  who  invited  me  to  go  and 
see  her  whenever  I  pleased;  so  I  went  again  the 
next  day  to  sketch.  I  took  a  little  view  of  a  most 
singular  eastern-looking  building  called  "  La 
Domita."  It  has  a  flat  roof  surmounted  by  four 
small  domes,  and  the  staircase  is  on  the  outside. 
It  is  inhabited  by  the  family,  who  take  care  of  the 
mazzeria  in  which  it  is  situated. 

Yesterday  evening  I  went  to  see  a  fine  view 
of  Casamicciola,  which  pleased  me  so  much  that 
I  sketched  it.  Certainly  it  is  a  most  picturesque 
place,  perched  on  the  side  of  a  hill,  with  its 
houses  on  various  elevations.  There  are  five 
churches,  the  bells  of  which  are  continually  sound- 
ing. This  evening  the  effect  was  very  fine,  as 
they  all  joined  in  the  Ave  Maria.  My  sketch 
was  taken  from  a  cottage  where  a  nun  lives. 
This  lady  was  an  inhabitant  of  Ischia,  who  took 
the  veil  at  an  early  age  in  a  convent  of  Naples. 
It  does  not  appear  that  she  ever  regretted  the  step 
she  had  taken,  but  her  health  suffered  greatly. 
She  was  permitted  to  return  to  her  native  air  for 
six  months:  and  when  her  health  was  restored  she 
returned  again  to  Naples,  where  she  fell  ill  imme- 
diately. This  was  repeated  several  times,  so  at 
last  she  obtained  a  dispensation  to  leave  the  con- 
vent and  settle  in  her  native  place.  She  cannot 
marry,  wears  her  conventual  dress,  and  lives  in 
strict  seclusion :  I  saw  her,  but  did  not  speak  to  her. 
For  some  days  my  eyes  have  been  painful,  and 
this  morning  I  cannot  use  them.  To-morrow  I  ex- 
pect my  friend  Miss  O from  Naples  to  pay 

me  a  visit,  and  I  then  hope  to  get  out  and  see 
more  of  the  beauties  of  the  island. 
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Aug.  12. 

Miss  O ,  since  her  arrival,  has  seen  a  great 

deal  of  the  island.  Each  evening  she  has  a  donkey 
and  takes  an  expedition,  and  every  day  she  is  more 
delighted  with  Ischia.  I  have  been  kept  at  home 
with  ophthalmia,  starved,  bled,  and  obliged  to  sit 
in  the  dark.  Rachele  and  two  little  children  from 
the  next  cottage  have  had  the  same  trying  com- 
plaint, and  I  find  it  is  very  common  here  in  the 
summer.  Many  people  attribute  it  to  the  glare, 
want  of  shade,  and  bright  colouring,  which  is  cer- 
tainly very  different  here  to  what  I  ever  beheld 
elsewhere.  As  I  sat  daily  on  my  terrace,  Vesuvius 
was  a  lovely  pale  blue,  Cape  Misenum  a  rich  purple,, 
and  the  coast  of  Patria  deep  lilac;  then  the  near 
land  of  Procida  was  tinged  with  the  brightest  hues, 
of  gold  and  purple,  the  sea  and  sky  the  deepest,  in- 
tensest  blue,  and  in  the  foreground  the  projecting 
promontory  threw  a  deep  shade  over  the  houses 
and  mazzerie  of  Casamicciola.  Close  to  me  is  the 
Hotel  of  "  La  Sentinella  Piccola."  It  is  cheaper 
than  the  other  hotel,  but  the  situation  is  not 
so  beautiful ;  still  it  is  a  favourite  place  of  resort, 

and  a  lady,  Madame  B ,  lodging  there,  often 

comes  over  to  see  me.  Her  husband,  an  officer  in 
the  Neapolitan  army,  broke  his  leg  some  time  ago, 
which  has  remained  stiff  ever  since.  He  has  come 
over  to  my  baths  of  the  Gurgitello  water,  and  is . 
deriving  great  benefit ;  indeed,  in  cases  of  semi- 
paralysis,  stiff  limbs  and  joints,  these  waters  seem 
almost  to  have  magical  effect ;  but  they  have  been 
too  strong  for  me,  and  I  have  discontinued  them. 
As  a  general  rule,  they  are  injurious  to  people  of 
an  excitable  temperament,  and  are  serviceable  to 
the  lethargic,  and  those  who  suffer  from  sprains 
and  injuries. 

Saturday,  20th. 

Not  being  at  all  satisfied  with  the  surgeon  who 
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has  attended  me,  I  wrote  to  a  physician  at  Naples. 
He  sent  his  partner,  Don  Niccolo,  to  see  me,  who 
ordered  more  bleeding  and  change  of  air.  These 
rooms  are  very  close,  and  as  there  are  no  outward 
shutters  the  window  and  door  have  to  be  continu- 
ally shut,  so  that  with  the  light  air  is  excluded.  The 
thermometer  is  constantly  at  86°,  and  I  am  tired 
of  sitting  in  the  dark  all  the  day,  quite  unable  to 
employ  myself,  and  suffering  great  pain.  Elisa- 
betta  is  very  attentive,  and  her  nice  little  cousin 
Philumena,  a  very  engaging  girl  of  fifteen,  comes 
every  day  to  try  to  amuse  me.  I  shall  be  very 
sorry  to  leave  these  good  people,  who  have  done 
all  in  their  power  for  me;  but  my  eyes  grow  worse 
every  day,  and  the  new  doctor  strongly  advocates 
change.  I  am  not  fit  to  cross  the  sea  to  Naples, 
and  am  recommended  not  to  go  to  an  exposed 
situation  where  there  would  be  wind.  I  had  such 

a  pleasant  impression  of  Lacco  that  Miss  O 

has  ridden  over  to  see  if  she  can  find  any  accommo- 
dation, there  for  us. 

Lacco,  Thursday,  25th. 

My  eyes  are  better,  and  I  am  delighted  with  my 
new  abode.  Miss  O 's  report  was  so  satisfac- 
tory that  I  had  my  eyes  bound  up,  and  was  carried 
in  a  portantina  here.  We  engaged  two  good  rooms 
in  the  Villa  Manzo ;  it  once  held  the  king  and 
sixty  of  his  suite,  and  is  very  large.  We  are  the 
only  lodgers,  and  may  use  all  the  rooms  we  please. 
There  is  one  servant,  an  old  woman,  who  sleeps  at 
the  entrance.  Elisabetta  has  come  with  us,  and 
occupies  a  bed  in  my  room.  There  is  no  door  in 
the  house  which  will  lock,  but  robbers  are  un- 
known, and  I  do  not  feel  the  least  afraid.  All  the 
windows  have  good  outside  "  Persiani,"  or  Italian 
shutters ;  these  are  closed,  and  the  windows 
opened,  so  that  I  walk  about  in  darkness,  and  yet 
have  plenty  of  fresh  air.  There  are  two  terraces 
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commanding  very  pretty  views,  different  to  Casa- 
micciola.  Don  Niccolo  is  summoned  to-day  to 
Naples,  but  he  thinks  I  am  likely  now  to  do  well. 
In  a  few  days  I  am  to  begin  some  baths  of  the 
water  of  St.  Restituta.  Yesterday  evening  at  nine 

o'clock,  Miss  O and  I  were  walking  on  the 

roof  of  the  house,  when  she  discovered  a  large  and 
brilliant  comet  with  a  very  long  tail.  It  was  so 
bright  that  I  could  see  it,  blind  as  I  am. 

Lacco,  Aug.  30th. 

On  Saturday  Miss  O left  me.  Her  society 

has  been  a  great  gain  to  me,  and  I  am  thankful  to 
be  better,  but  I  shall  miss  her  greatly.  I  can- 
not see  to  read,  work,  or  knit,  so  I  employ  myself 
by  repeating  various  poems  I  know  by  heart,  and 
the  Church  service  twice  a-day.  Elisabetta  some- 
times reads  me  a  chapter  in  Diodati's  Italian  Tes- 
tament, the  only  Italian  book  I  have  with  me. 
She  reads  well,  and  has  really  a  very  good  know- 
ledge of  Scripture. 

On  Sunday  I  had  my  first  bath  of  the  water  of 
St.  Restituta.  There  is  a  very  nice  bath-room 
close  to  my  room,  and  Carolina  comes  to  carry  the 
water.  It  is  considered  the  weakest  in  the  island 
after  1'acqua  del  occhio,  and  greatly  resembles 
sea- water  in  its  properties,  and  is  very  saline.  I 
went  to  see  the  source.  It  springs  out  of  the  sand 
at  Lacco,  very  near  to  the  sea ;  and  a  neat  estab- 
lishment is  built  for  the  accommodation  of  those 
who  come  to  the  spot  to  take  baths.  Under  the 
same  roof  is  a  large  sand-bath,  of  burning-hot 
sand.  The  patient  lies  on  the  surface,  which  is 
comparatively  cool,  and  hot  sand  is  dug  up  and 
laid  upon  him.  It  is  considered  an  infallible 
remedy  for  rheumatism,  stiff  legs  and  arms.  The 
comet  this  evening  appeared  earlier,  directly  after 
the  sun  set.  Its  tail  was  much  longer,  and  it  was 
only  visible  a  very  short  time. 
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Yesterday  evening,  when  the  sun  had  set,  I  went 
out  to  see  "  Capitello,"  a  very  singular  gigantic 
block  of  lava,  of  a  pinkish  colour,  lying  close  to 
the  water's  edge.  A  rude  staircase  leads  to  the 
top,  whence  we  had  a  lovely  view  towards  Casa- 
micciola.  No  comet  whatever  to  be  seen, 

Lacco,  Saturday,  Sept.  3rd. 

My  seventh  bath.  These  waters  seem  to 
strengthen  me,  and  my  eyes  are  mending.  In 
the  early  morning  I  put  on  a  shade  and  go  to  the 
house-top,  where  there  is  a  shady  corner  under  a 
turret.  Here  I  sit  some  time  enjoying  the  fresh 
air ;  the  view  is  very  extensive,  and  the  inhabi- 
tants of  Lacco  are  to  be  seen  at  work  on  the  roofs 
of  their  houses.  They  gather  the  second  crop  of 
figs,  split  them,  and  lay  them  on  the  house-top  to 
dry,  which  process  usually  takes  ten  days;  the 
figs  are  then  carefully  packed  in  baskets,  and  kept 
for  winter  use  or  sale.  At  this  season  also  the 
women  are  much  occupied  in  making  a  kind  of 
conserve  of  the  tomato,  which  is  now  ripe.  This 
conserve  is  dried  in  the  sun,  and  kept  in  shallow 
earthern  vessels  to  be  used  with  maccaroni  and  to 
flavour  dishes,  when  the  fresh  fruit  is  not  to  be 
had.  The  manufacture  of  Ischia  is  straw-plaiting ; 
most  elegant  hats,  bonnets,  baskets,  boxes,  fans, 
and  other  articles  are  made  of  the  straw,  either 
stained  or  of  its  natural  bright  hue.  When  the  sun 
comes  round  the  turret  I  am  obliged  to  go  down  to 
a  darkened  room,  but  when  he  has  sunk  behind  St. 
Niccolo,  I  can  venture  out  with  a  shade,  and  greatly 
enjoy  the  fresh  air  and  seeing  something.  I  am  the 
only  stranger  in  the  place.  All  the  inhabitants 
are  very  poor,  except  the  monks  of  the  Augusti- 
nian  monastery.  Philumena  came  to  stay  two 
days  here,  and  I  went  with  the  cousins  and  several 
other  girls  on  a  little  expedition  yesterday  evening. 
We  climbed  rather  a  steep  mazzeria  full  of  cactus, 
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fig,  and  apricot  trees,  which  extended  from  the 
monastery  to  the  other  side  of  the  island,  which  is 
here  only  half  a  mile  wide.  "We  descended  upon 
the  beach  or  marina  of  St.  Montano,  a  lovely  little 
bay  of  clear  water,  protected  by  rocks  and  large 
masses  of  lava,  which  have  fallen  into  the  water. 
However  rough  the  sea  may  be,  the  water  in  this 
retreat  is  always  quiet.  On  the  left  hand  is  the 
hill  of  Zara,  with  the  ruins  of  an  old  fortress,  built 
against  the  aggressions  of  the  Saracens.  My 
young  companions  told  me  the  tradition  connected 
with  this  spot. 

In  the  year  257  a  king  of  Barbary  found  that 
his  daughter  Restituta  was  a  Christian.  In  his 
rage  he  ordered  her  to  be  shut  up  in  a  chest  with 
a  loaf  of  bread,  and  to  be  cast  into  the  sea,  which 
barbarous  command  was  executed.  An  old  woman 
at  Lacco  about  the  same  time  had  a  dream  three 
nights  running,  to  tell  her  to  take  a  mule  and  go 
•down  to  the  shore  of  St.  Montano,  where  a  great 
treasure  would  be  found.  It  was  to  be  carried 
upon  the  mule,  and  a  chapel  was  to  be  built  where 
the  animal  stopped.  The  woman  accordingly  went 
down  to  the  shore  with  people  to  help  her,  and  the 
chest  was  washed  up.  On  opening  it  they  found 
the  saint  just  alive,  but  she  died  immediately. 
They  laid  the  chest  upon  the  mule,  and  under  its 
feet  sprang  up  sweet  and  spotless  lilies,  till  it 
reached  the  site  of  the  chapel  of  the  Augustiniaii 
monastery  at  Lacco,  where  it  stopped,  and  accord- 
ingly a  shrine  was  erected  to  Restituta,  who  was 
canonised,  and  became  the  patron  saint  of  the 
island.  These  lilies  still  nourish  in  great  abun- 
dance, and  are  said  to  grow  nowhere  else;  they 
have  a  very  sweet  smell,  and  it  is  very  singular  to 
see  these  pure  white  blossoms  and  delicate  green 
leaves  rising  from  the  dry  sand.  We  had  some 
spades  and  flower-pots  with  us,  and  transplanted 
several  of  the  roots. 


304  SKETCHES  OF  THE 

One  of  the  most  powerful  of  the  Ischiote  waters 
springs  from  the  sand  of  this  little  bay,  and  is 
called  from  it.  It  can  only  be  employed  in  pecu- 
liar cases,  and  with  the  greatest  caution.  On  our 
return  we  went  to  visit  the  proprietor  of  a  neigh- 
bouring mazzeria,  who  regaled  us  with  Indian  figs. 
Elisabetta  gathered  one  cactus  leaf  on  which  were 
ten  fruits.  I  like  them  very  much,  they  are  so 
cooling  and  refreshing.  The  taste  is  somewhat 
like  a  melon,  but  not  so  good,  and  there  are  many 
little  stones,  which  are  considered  wholesome  and 
to  help  digestion. 

Lacco,  Sept.  5th. 

On  Saturday  I  went  a  very  pleasant  little  walk 
to  the  church  of  "  La  Madonna  del  Rosario,"  half 
a  mile  from  Lacco.  It  has  a  large  dome,  and  is 
very  handsome;  the  interior  is  rich  in  coloured 
marbles.  Afterwards  I  went  along  the  Marina 
under  the  picturesque  Norman  Tower  of  Mezza 
Via,  at  the  extremity  of  the  Bay  of  Lacco.  On 
my  return  I  found  some  friends  who  have  come  to 
stay  at  the  Sentinella  Grande. 

On  Sunday  afternoon  I  went  to  see  the  chapel 
of  St.  Restituta,  which  contains  nothing  of  any  in- 
terest :  the  body  of  the  saint  was  removed  hence  to 
the  cathedral  at  Naples  by  Constantine.  As  there 
was  a  sermon  in  the  adjoining  convent  church,  I 
went  in  to  hear  it.  There  was  a  large  congrega- 
tion, and  many  very  pretty  girls.  Two  costumes 
struck  me — one  a  white  dress  with  a  red  silk 
bodice  full  white  sleeves,  red  turban  and  gold  ear- 
rings, the  other  an  orange  silk  petticoat  with  brown 
stripes  at  the  bottom,  and  a  jacket  to  correspond. 
A  man  in  the  congregation  led  the  rosary,  the 
others  making  the  responses.  Then  an  Augus- 
tinian  monk  preached.  He  showed  considerable 
knowledge  of  scripture,  and  cited  as  examples 
Elizabeth  and  Mary  Stuart,  Antony  and  Cleo- 
patra. I  never  heard  any  sermon  so  utterly  pro- 
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fitless;  the  main  subject  was  the  appearance  of 
the  Virgin  Mary  to  St.  Augustin,  and  her  giving 
him  a  girdle  which  he  proved  to  be  the  emblem  of 
righteousness,  honour,  and  strength.  This  girdle 
is  preserved  in  this  church,  and  the  monk  sells 
girdles  which  have  touched  it  at  five  grains  (2d.) 
a  piece,  to  preserve  the  wearers  from  all  harm  ! ! 


Lacco,  Sept.  6th. 

Elisabetta  went  to  confession  to-day  ;  she  came 
to  me  first.  Her  dress  was  very  plain,  and,  instead 
of  the  coquettish  turban,  she  had  her  handkerchief 
tied  simply  under  the  chin,  as  is  the  custom  of 
Ischiote  girls  at  mass.  She  tells  me  that  there 
is  a  class  of  women  in  the  island  who  take  the 
vow  of  celibacy.  They  live  at  their  own  homes, 
but  go  to  mass  every  day,  to  confession  once  a  week, 
wear  no  earrings  or  brooches,  and  have  no  turbans, 
but  the  handkerchief  knotted  under  the  chin  al- 
ways, instead  of  merely  at  church.  Elisabetta 
added  that  these  devotees  were  women  who  had 
reached  the  age  of  forty  without  marrying.  As  I 
was  sitting  after  dinner,  a  moth  flew  into  the 
room;  it  was  red  and  brown,  and  made  a  loud 
humming  noise;  Elisabetta  caught  it  with  great 
glee,  and  put  it  under  a  glass;  she  called  it  "  St. 
Anthony's  pig,"  and  said  some  good  would  happen 
to  me,  for  it  always  brought  good  luck.  I  have 
begun  to  drink  "  1'acqua  del  cappone."  It  springs- 
at  Casamicciola  and  is  one  of  the  few  waters 
which  are  not  hot ;  it  seems  to  have  a  good  deal 
of  carbonic  acid  in  it,  and  is  considered  very 
good  for  the  digestion.  I  take  two  tumblers  be- 
fore breakfast.  The  thermometer  stands  regularly 
at  83°.  I  have  my  bath  at  91°  :  one  barrel 
is  brought  over  night,  and  then  with  the  other 
three  in  the  morning  the  temperature  is  just 
right. 


306  SKETCHES  OF  THE 

Lacco,  Sept.  8th. 

The  good  luck  was  the  arrival  of  the  Sibilla 

with  the  C family ;  they  arrived  on  Monday. 

The  next  morning  at  three  o'clock  they  started 
on  donkeys  to  ascend  Mount  St.  Niccolo.  They 
had  to  walk  the  last  mile,  and  said  the  ascent,, 
though  steep,  was  not  at  all  difficult.  The  sun- 
rise was  very  fine,  and  also  the  view  of  all  the  bay, 
its  islands  and  coasts.  They  walked  and  ran  down,, 
arriving  at  the  Sentinella  Grande  at  eight  o'clock. 
I  went  to  dine  and  spend  the  day  on  board  the 
Sibilla,  taking  my  maid  with  me,  who  was  highly 
delighted  with  the  appointments  of  the  yacht.  I 
wanted  to  return  with  my  friends  on  Wednesday 
to  Naples,  but  they  advised  me  to  remain  a  little- 
longer,  and  take  the  fifteen  baths  prescribed. 
When  they  were  gone  I  went  to  see  the  "  Stufe 
of  St.  Lorenzo/'  This  is  about  a  mile  from  Lacco, 
and  is  a  great  cavern  in  the  side  of  a  mountain, 
whence  hot  vapour  issues.  The  establishment  con- 
sists of  four  rooms,  first  the  dressing-room,  second 
the  great  "  stufa."  In  the  centre  is  a  little  wall  of 
masonry;  the  patient  goes  within  and  sits  down,  a 
board,  fitting  upon  the  circular  wall,  is  put  over 
his  shoulders  with  a  hole  for  the  head,  which  is 
thus  preserved  from  the  vapour  rising  through  the 
interstices  of  the  boarded  floor.  The  third  room 
is  a  "  stufa  "  of  less  power.  In  the  centre  of  the 
fourth  is  a  curious  erection  of  brickwork  and  lime 
for  those  who  do  not  require  a  general  vapour 
bath,  but  merely  the  application  of  the  heat 
locally.  In  this  centre  building  are  holes  of  all 
shapes,  to  apply  the  benefit  of  the  stufa  to  the 
arm,  shoulder,  leg,  knee,  ear,  &c.  There  are  four 
of  these  vapour  baths  in  different  parts  of  the 
island,  proving  how  much  volcanic  agency  still  is 
at  work — though  for  beneficial  purposes,  instead  of 
for  destructive  as  formerly. 

On  our  way  home  we  visited  the  garden  of  the 
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Augustinian  monastery,  which  is  laid  out  on  ter- 
races commanding  views  over  the  bays  of  Lacco 
and  St.  Montano.  Here  is  a  well  of  another 
description  of  water  called  "  Queen  Isabella's."  I 
tasted  it :  it  resembles  St.  Restituta's  in  taste  and 
properties,  but  contains  more  carbonic  acid.  The 
thermometer  at  80°  to-day. 

Lacco,  Sept.  10th. 

My  eyes  were  so  much  better  yesterday  even- 
ing, that  I  ordered  a  donkey  and  went  to  see  my 
friends  at  the  Sentinella  Grande.  They  were  go- 
ing out,  so  I  accompanied  them,  to  see  the  source 
of  the  "  Spenna  Pollastro "  water.  The  name, 
"pluck  fowl/'  is  derived  from  the  facility  with 
•which  fowls  can  be  plucked  after  being  dipped  in 
the  stream.  The  water  issues  boiling  from  a  beau- 
tiful little  ravine,  running  between  very  lofty  rocks 
covered  with  many  species  of  fern,  from  the  large 
kind  to  the  graceful  little  Capel-venere,  the  maiden- 
hair. 

Lacco,  Sept.  11. 

Yesterday  evening  I  ventured  on  the  longest  ex- 
pedition I  have  yet  taken.  I  started  at  half-past 
four,  with  a  guide :  I  was  mounted  on  an  excel- 
lent donkey.  We  went  first  to  the  Franciscan 
convent  of  Monte  Vergine,  on  the  promontory 
of  Zara.  Only  two  monks  now  inhabit  this  large 
pile  of  building.  The  church  is  large,  but  in  very 
bad  taste.  One  wall  is  quite  covered  with  votive 
offerings  to  St.  Francesco  di  Paolo.  People  who 
suppose  themselves  to  have  been  cured  of  diseases 
by  the  intercession  of  the  saint,  bring  models  of 
the  part  affected  to  hang  up  here.  There  are  wax 
models  of  every  part  of  the  frame ;  especially  legs 
predominate,  also  little  wax  babies,  and  pictures 
representing  escape  from  shipwreck,  &c.  We  then 
^passed  through  Foria.  The  view  from  the  other 
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side  is  still  finer  than  the  nearer.  The  road  led 
us  about  two  miles  farther,  and  was  most  grand. 
We  kept  along  the  beach,  sometimes  climbing 
blocks  of  lava,  and  then  passing  through  streams. 
On  our  left  rose  lofty  St.  Niccolo ;  on  our 
right  lay  the  deep  blue  sea;  before  us  was  the 
Cape  delP  Imperatore,  one  of  the  finest  headlands 
I  ever  saw,  with  the  white  foam  dashing  against 
the  dark  rock.  Upon  turning  a  point,  we  came 
upon  a  sandy  beach,  in  the  midst  of  which  rose  a 
little  white  building  over  the  source  of  the  Litara 
waters.  These  are  used  as  baths  by  women  who 
desire  to  have  a  family.  It  was  curious  to  see  a 
spring  of  water  in  this  wilderness  of  sand.  In  a 
recess  between  the  sand  and  the  rocks  is  a  cotton 
plantation.  Many  women  and  children  were  col- 
lecting the  cotton  :  the  shrubs  were  about  three 
feet  high.  Formerly  it  was  a  very  profitable  shrub 
to  cultivate,  but  now  cotton  only  fetches  a  quarter 
of  the  price  it  used  to  do  ten  years  since.  We  re- 
turned home  by  a  better,  though  not  so  picturesque 
a  road  over  the  mountains.  My  guide  was  a  most 
intelligent  man,  and  full  of  anxiety  to  know  about 
manners  and  customs  in  England,  upon  which  he 
made  most  sensible  remarks. 

Ischiote  is  a  dialect  of  Neapolitan,  with  the 
admixture  of  some  Saracenic  words.  It  is  very 
easily  acquired,  and  I  find  it  a  great  advantage  to 
have  picked  it  up,  for  I  mix  much  with  classes 
who  understand  no  other.  Ischia  was  frequently 
ravaged  by  the  Saracens,  and  there  are  many 
remains  of  towers  and  fortifications  built  by  the 
Normans  to  keep  off  the  Eastern  invaders. 

Lacco,  Sept.  12. 

Yesterday  it  rained  in  torrents  from  morning 
till  night,  and  there  was  a  violent  thunderstorm. 
This  morning  I  have  taken  my  last  bath.  The 
rain  makes  the  water  chilly,  and  I  am  not  sorry  to 
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have  had  the  fifteenth  :  in  all,  I  have  taken  thirty- 
four  baths,  and  think  the  last  fifteen  of  St.  Res- 
tituta  water  have  been  very  beneficial.  The  great 
difficulty  has  been  how  to  procure  food.  Lacco 
produces  nothing  but  potatoes,  and  sometimes 
good  fish  and  fruit.  From  Casamicciola  I  have 
had  bread,  milk,  and  tough  beef,  fit  to  make  into 
broth,  but  not  fit  to  eat  alone ;  and  on  this  and 
eggs  I  have  lived  principally.  When  I  have  had 
the  opportunity,  I  have  bought  fish,  small  lobsters, 
fowls  and  pigeons,  but  now  that  the  court  is  at 
the  palace  at  Ischia,  the  best  provisions  are  carried 
there,  the  weather  being  too  hot  to  procure  meat 
from  Naples. 

At  four  o'clock  I  went  out  on  my  donkey  to 
meet  my  friends  from  the  Sentinella  Grande. 
We  climbed  up  to  the  tower  of  Mezzavia  by  a 
steep,  winding  road.  The  building  is  very  pic- 
turesque, dating  from  the  thirteenth  century ;  it 
is  now  used  as  a  granary.  The  view  from  the 
top  is  very  extensive  and  beautiful :  we  saw 
Gaeta  very  plainly ;  and  the  foreground  is  very 
rich  and  varied.  We  then  went  to  Foria,  to 
see  the  chapel  of  St.  Filippo,  belonging  to  the 
family  of  my  doctor,  Don  Niccolo.  It  is  an  ex- 
quisite chapel,  so  rich  in  marbles  and  mosaics. 
There  is  a  fine  veiled  statue,  I  am  told  the  earliest 
known,  bearing  the  date  of  1786.  We  then  went 
into  a  cloister  adjoining.  The  pavement  is  floored 
with  endaustic  tiles,  forming  a  rude  Mosaic  repre- 
senting scenes  in  Scripture  history :  Adam  and 
TSve  eating  the  apple,  nearly  as  large  as  the  tree  on 
which  it  grew,  was  rather  singular.  From  the 
arches  of  the  cloister  we  had  such  lovely  views  of 
Zara,  bathed  in  rosy  light. 

We  then  went  to  the  furthest  point  of  the  town 
stretching  out  into  the  sea,  on  which  the  white 
church  and  convent  of  St.  Salvador  are  built.  The 
<views  on  each  side  are  most  striking,  and  the 
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colouring  gorgeous.  On  one  side  rose  the  dark 
stern  Cape  of  the  Emperor,  with  a  foreground  of 
the  brightest  gold  and  crimson ;  on  the  other  lay 
the  lovely  Bays  of  Zara  and  St.  Montano.  Our 
ride  home  was  surpassingly  beautiful.  Ischia  has 
put  on  her  brightest  mantle  this  my  last  evening. 

Naples,  Sept.  14. 

I  was  up  early  yesterday,  packing,  paying  bills, 
saying  good-bye,  &c.  Elisabetta  wept  much  at 
parting  with  me ;  so,  to  console  her,  I  invited  her 
to  visit  me  at  Naples  by-and-by.  At  twelve  I 
mounted  my  donkey,  said  adieu  to  Lacco,  and 
went  to  the  Sentinel  la  Grande.  I  dined  with  my 
friends,  and  sat  out  with  them  in  their  arbour, 
commanding  a  most  extensive  and  lovely  prospect. 

Mr.  E. derives  such  benefit  from  drinking 

some  waters  of  Casamicciola  and  taking  the 
"  stufe "  of  St.  Lorenzo,  that  he  remains  here 

with  the  ladies  a  fortnight  longer.  Mr.  B 

took  Gurgitello  baths  for  sciatica,  and  they  have 
done  him  great  harm.  He  returned  to  Naples 
with  me. 

At  three  o'clock  we  rode  down  to  the  Marina, 
and  embarked  in  the  Golfo  di  Napoli  steamer. 
We  went  entirely  round  the  island  of  Procida, 
which  I  was  glad  to  have  an  opportunity  of  see- 
ing. It  is  very  long  and  narrow,  being  seven 
miles  in  circumference  and  not  more  than  half 
a  mile  wide.  The  town  is  large  and  thickly 
peopled ;  the  island  is  said  to  contain  nearly 
10,000  inhabitants  :  it  probably  was  once  a  part  of 
Ischia,  and  separated  from  it  by  volcanic  agency. 
The  men  are  the  best  sailors  and  fishermen  in  the 
kingdom.  Till  lately  the  Greek  costume  was  kept 
up  here,  but  now  the  women  have  adopted  the 
dress  of  the  Ischiotes.  There  are  several  small 
hamlets  on  Procida  as  well  as  the  principal  town. 

At  six  o'clock  we  were  safely  anchored  in  the 
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port  at  Naples,  and  soon  after  I  came  to  118, 
Riviera  di  Chiaja,  where  I  now  am  with  Miss 

O ,  and  must  have  a  "cura"  of  nitrate  of 

silver  for  my  eyes,  which  are  still  unable  to  bear 
the  light  of  the  sun  or  of  a  candle,  and  prevent 
me  from  reading. 

My  two  months  at  Ischia  are  now  over,  and  I 
can  thoroughly  recommend  the  island  as  exqui- 
sitely beautiful,  and  affording  a  delightful  summer 
retreat ;  but  I  would  strongly  warn  every  one  not 
to  meddle  with  the  waters  without  very  competent 
medical  advice.  Baths  of  acqua  del  occhio  could 
not  do  any  one  harm,  but  the  stronger  waters 
might,  unless  properly  applied.  The  bathing  sea- 
son is  from  June  to  the  end  of  September,  when 
the  rain  which  usually  falls  weakens  the  effect  of 
the  waters. 

A  guide  to  the  island  has  been  published  by 
Dr.  Rivaz,  and  may  be  had  at  any  bookseller's  in 
Naples.  The  day  I  left  Lacco  the  thermometer 
was  78°,  and  will  now  continue  to  fall. 

I  have  now  seen  most  of  the  islands  of  the 
neighbourhood,  and  greatly  prefer  Ischia  to  all 

others.  Mr.  B ,  who  has  been  much  in  Egypt 

and  the  East,  says  he  has  never  seen  so  much 
beauty  in  so  small  a  space  as  in  Ischia :  you 
may  have  scenery  of  all  kinds.  I  have  not  ex- 
plored the  part  of  the  island  beyond  the  town 

of  Ischia;  but  Miss  O did,  and  said  it  was 

fertile,  but  not  nearly  so  beautiful  as  Casamicciola 
and  Lacco. 


THE  END. 
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